<4 $4 

+ >, * nal e 
enn only Se equalled by - thoſe 
Beauties of the Mind which teflect "WW 
the moff radiant Luſtre on exalted 
| Bank and firrpaſs the Efforts of the 
| ſt Tane gyTic ; this Selection 

of the © Wh Works of the moſt 
= Divoplte ritiſh Bards is inſcribed * 
- wh profound Reſpect by the 


Pro prie tor 4 


rr 


10 
1 


N 


» 
ATTTITEO N . 
4 / 1 LETS 
* 
\ \ Lb 1 9 „„ „ 
4 
bf . : * 
. Þ 
. i 18 2 
* n 
0 
4 
: 
4a 


"it 
of 
0 
10 


10 
N 


* 


4 k 
: "MW q 


. yy wh i \1 N 


ee, err fo wu 
Ne. e 46 * 
and rn 


he 


<4 $4 

+ >, * nal e 
enn only Se equalled by - thoſe 
Beauties of the Mind which teflect "WW 
the moff radiant Luſtre on exalted 
| Bank and firrpaſs the Efforts of the 
| ſt Tane gyTic ; this Selection 

of the © Wh Works of the moſt 
= Divoplte ritiſh Bards is inſcribed * 
- wh profound Reſpect by the 


Pro prie tor 4 


rr 


10 
1 


N 


» 
ATTTITEO N . 
4 / 1 LETS 
* 
\ \ Lb 1 9 „„ „ 
4 
bf . : * 
. Þ 
. i 18 2 
* n 
0 
4 
: 
4a 


"it 
of 
0 
10 


10 
N 


* 


4 k 
: "MW q 


. yy wh i \1 N 


ee, err fo wu 
Ne. e 46 * 
and rn 


he 


0 00 _— 
_ POOkET Rprr 
| (ON algen 15 ol 


88 


. 6 
a, | - 


= 

.”. 

IN 
ol 


Py 


5 Loniboellk ahed wnder he Gnu ur Var" 44 174 
Deagned by © Grote, Irons br A Cinrboutld 
and ² by O Warren 


1 7 I Yn 
b 1 HOMSONS WORKS, 


4 Fe 
N — ſorming IJ C7 - 


28 8 = 8 We A 
0 Cotes n belet, Idi dn 2 


* „ 
— \ of ae One i Co td 7 A Of ws 
of Y — „ 1 e 4 — 
("SEE CT BRITISH POR SHA 
FF 


177 C HV eee, 45 '< 2 il Hin, 


containing the Poc tre Productions off the moſt 
by, ap 8 1 ; 0 "i 3 — 
) * %\ — 


Deteenſch Britiſh Bards Faw. 
ny 22 4% A hp A, 2 CE 


by 


1 


00 het * 


* , 
. 


2 
P 


_ 4 1 27 — 


Fobe'!ifhed under the direction of C. Coon. Nov! 5.1704, 


„„ 


THE 
POETICAL WORKS 
JAMES THOM 


WITH HIS LAST GS. 
CORRECTIONS, ADDITIONS, 
AND 


IMPROVEMENTS, 


WITH THE LIFE OF THE AUTHOR, 


Tooke's Edition. 


— 


Me wants no advocate his cauſe to plead: 

You will yourtelves be p atrons of the dead. 

No party his benevolence confin'd, 

No ſect al ke it low d to all mankind, 

uch was the Man---tfe Poet well you know; 

Oft“ has he touch'd yuur hearts with tender woe: 
For his chaſte Mule employ'd her heav'n-taught lyre 
None but the nobleſt paſſions to infpire : 

Not one immora!, one corrupted thought, 

One line which, dying, he could wiſh to blot 
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JJARIOUS Efforts have been made for crowning with all the Honours 

of the Preſs and Pencil, the Hiſtory of our Country, and the Pro- 
ductions of the Dramatiſt and Noveliſt; it was therefore preſumed, that 
the Works of the moſt eteemed Britiſh Bards merited the ſame Regard; 
and more particularly, as there are many Lovers of the polite Arts, 
whoſe Tate would lead them to patronize the ſublime Effuſions of poeti- 
cal Fancy, being more happily adapted for the Embelliſhments of Genius, 
than the ſeverer Studies of the Cloſet, or the ſarcaſtic Sallies of the 
Noveliit, 


At a Period when the Arts have arrived to a Degree of Perſection 
unexampled in the Annals of this Country, when the Genius of the 
Nation is refined in Proportion to their Improvement, and an uni- 
verſal Taſte prevails for Beauty and Excellence, it was thought the beft 
Seaſon for offering to the Notice of the Public, the complete Productions 
of the moſt efteemed Britiſh Bards: and fince the Productions of the 
Drama, and the moſt eſteemed Novels, have been reduced to a convenient 
and portable Size, and embelliſhed with the mot finiſhed Exccution of 
the Preſs and Pencil, the Proprietor thought the Poets no leſs entitled te 
thoſe ſuperior Decorations. | 


There is an happy Combination between the Arts of Poetry and 
Painting, What the Poet achieves by elaborate Detail, the Painter 
accomplithes by inftantaneous Effect. To the Imagination of the Poet, 
the Painter is indebted for all his happieſt Subjects; and, in return, the 
Embelliſhments of the Pencil reflect a Luftre on the bet Productions of 
the Muſe. The' Union, therefore, of Poetry and Painting affords an 
Employment for the Mind at once elegant, delightful, and inſtructive; 
and when recommended wita every Degree of Taſte and Elegance, they 
muſt evidently claim the liberal Patronage of the Admirers of Poetic 
Genius, exerted in all the Diſplay of lively Fancy. It is therefore the 
Deſign of this Work, to combine the ſublime and refined Ideas of the 
Poet with the pictureſque and elegant Repreſentations of the Artic; 
and to preſent at once to the Mind and the Eye, the mot beautiful and 
friking Objects, in all the Harmony of Verſe and Force of Colouring. 
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Poetry opens a more extenſive Field for the Flights of Fanoy, and 
the Indulgence of the Imagination, than the Productions of the Hiſ- 
torian or the Novelit: for what can be a more luxurious Banquet to 
the ſpeculative Mind than the ſublime Deſcriptions of Milton, the en- 
chanting Pictures of Shenſtone, the ruſtic Scenery of Thomſon, or the 
beautiful Imagery of Akenſide ? 


When Objects ſo happily adapted to expand the Ideas are heightened 
by the united Efforts of the Preſs and Pencil, it is preſumed that a 
Work formed on ſo cligible a Plan, may embolden the Proprietor to 
ſolicit not only the Support of thoſe Friends who have patronized bis 
former Undertakings, but the Countenance of all the Lovers of the 
polite Arts, to whom the Effuſions of exalted Genius muſt ever appear 
Objetts for beautiful Illustration. 


— ———— 
ADVERTISEMENT, 
— — 
HIS Edition of THE SELECT BRITISH POETS, having been 
brought forward at a very great Expence, it is only by an extenſive 
Demand that the Proprietor can poſſibly encourage the Hope of a diftant 
Benefit to himſelf, 


The rapid Sale of the Works of the firſt Author in this Selection is 


highly flattering to the Proprietor, having gone through the ft 


Edition in leſs than a Month, which will animate him to freſh Ex- 
ertions. 


The Lovers of the imitative Arts, who honour this Work with their 
Patronage, will, in the ſuperior Edition, be certain of choice Impreſ- 
ſions of the valuable Embelliſhments, as the Number worked off is fa 
limited, as not to deprive the Plates of any of their Beauties. And as 
to the general Edition, as ſoon as the Plates loſe their Brilliancy and 
Colour, in Conſequence of the numerous Impreſſions truck off, new 
Plates will be engraved from the reſpective Deſigns, | 


To effect a perpetual Excellence in the general Appearance of theſe 
intereſting, picturcſque, and ſuperb Appendages, the Proprictor will 
ſpare neither Pains or Expence, animated by an Afurance, that, in & 
Country where the Arts are cheriſhed and protected, his Claim to public 
Attention and Support will be admitted, in Proportion as it riſes and 
expands; and he truſts that eventually he ſhall have no Reaſon to repent 
his preſenting to the World, the Works of The Briuſh Bards, decorated 
in a Style of Coftlincſs unattempted before by any Individual. 


Several Gentlemen, with a Liberality which is thus publicly and 
gratefully acknowledged by the Proprietor, have offered the Loan of 
Portraits by the firſt Maſters in their Days, for the Service of the En- 
gravers. And he is happy in the Approbation of thoſe who have kindly 
favoured him with the uſe of Originals high in the Ettimation of the 
Virtuoſo, as well as pleaſed with their Aſſurance, that the Copies have 
not fallen off from the Merit of the Originals. 


In the Life of the Author whoſe Works compoſe the preſent Volume, 
the Editor has inſerted Extracts, containing a few beautiful Paſſages 
ſelected from the many which ſo forcibly mark the Seaſons: this may 


indiice the Poſſeſſor to turn to the Poem itſelf, which cannot be too 
much 


viii ADVERTISEMENT, 


much admired, or too often read. And as the Merits of the ſeveral 
Bards, among, polite and fathionable Circles, are frequently Subjects 
of Animadverſion, it may not be unacceptable to our juvenile Readers, 
who have not peruſed the Poets, to ſelect a few of their Beautics, Which 
i may enable them to form an Idea of the Excellence of the Author: as it 
1 muſt be ever pleaſing to poſſeſs a Bouquet culled ſrom the choiceſt 
| } | Flowers, and including all that is lovely and elegant. The Editor has 
| followed the ſame Rule in the Lives prefixed to the Works of the ſub- 
ſequent Poets; ſo that the Reader, previous to peruſal, may form a 
Judgment of the Beauties of the reſpective Productions. 


As the Intention of this Work is to give only the &r:gimal Productions 
of the reſpective Poets, it will not contain any Tranſ/ations: but that 
thoſe Readers, who are partial to the Tranſlations, may not be diſap- 
pointed of poſſeſſing Editions of them on a Scale correſponding with the 
preſent Selection, it is intended to publiſh them as a ſeparate Work, 
upon a Plan preciſely ſimilar to the preſent; in which will be given 
thoſe much etcemed Productions, Pope's Homer, Dryden's Virgil, Garth's 


Ovil, and Francis Horace, which will be followed by others of equal 
Celebrity. 


* * - 
_ ——ä— — IS 


| It is likewiſe intended to publiſh the Briiiſh Claſſics and the Sacred 
| Claſſics, which, with the Select Novels, and Hume's Hiflory of England, now 
publiſhed, will compoſe a valuable Aſſemblage of the moſt eſteemed 
Productions in the Engliſh Language, executed upon the ſame improved 
Plan, and convenient Size, as the preſent Work, forming together a 
{ele Library of elegant and intereſting Literature. 
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Pronied br Clibote 17 Pavernonesv Row .\ i 15 1708- 


THE LIFE OF 


JAMES THOMSON. 


T is commonly ſaid, that the life of a good writer is beſt read 
in his works; which can ſcarce fail to receive a peculiar tinc- 
ture from his temper, manners, and habits; the diſtinguiſhing 
character of his mind, his ruling paſſion, at leaſt, will there ap- 

r undiſguiſed, But however juſt this obſervation may be, 
and although we might ſafely reſt Mr. Thomſon's fame, as a 
good man, as well as a man of genius, on this ſole footing ; yet 
the deſire which the public always ſhews of being more particu- 
larly acquainted with the hiſtory of an eminent author, ought 
not to be diſappointed ; as it proceeds not from mere curioſity, 
but chiefly from affection and gratitude to thoſe by whom they 
have been entertained and inſtructed. 

To give ſome account of a deceaſed friend is often a piece of 
juſtice, likewiſe, which ought not to be refuſed to his memory; 
to prevent or efface the impertinent fictions which officious bio- 
graphers are ſo apt to collect and propagate. And we may add, 
that the 3 of an author's life will ſometimes throw 
the beſt light upon his writings ; inſtances whereof we ſhall 
meet with in the following pages. 

Mr. Thomſon was born at Ednam, in the ſhire of Roxburgh, 
on the 11th of September, in the year 1700. His father, mi- 
niſter of that place, was but little known beyond the narrow 
circle of his co-preſbyters, and to a few gentlemen in the neigh- 
bourhood ; but highly reſpected by them, for his piety, and his 
diligence in the paſtoral duty, as appeared afterwards in their 
kind offices to his widow and orphan family. 

The Rev. Meſſrs. Riccarton and Guſthart particularly took a 
moſt affectionate and friendly part in all their concerns. The 
former, a man of moſt uncommon penetrationand good taſte, had 
early diſcovered, through the rudeneſs of young Thomſon's 
puerile eflays, a fund of genius well deſerving culture and en- 
courage ment. He undertook, therefore, with the father's ap- 
probation, the chief direction of his ſtudies, furniſhed him with 
proper books, corrected his performances, and was daily reward» 
ed with the pleaſure of ſeeing his labour ſo happily employed. 

Sir William Bennet, well known for his gay Ins. 
ready poetical wit, was highly delighted with our young Poet, 
and uſed to invite him to paſs the ſummer vacation at his country 
ſeat, a ſcene of life which Mr. Thomſon always remembered 
with particular pleaſure : but what he wrote during that time, 
either to entertain Sir William, or for his own amuſement, he 
deſtroyed every new-year's day, committing his little pieces to 


X LIFE OF THOMSON. 
the flames in their due order, and crowning the ſolemnity with a 
copy of verſes, in which were humorouſly recited the ſeveral 
grounds of their condemnation. | 

After the uſual courſe of ſchool education, under an able 
maſter at Jedburgh, Mr. Thomſon was ſent to the Univerſity of 
Edinburgh. In his firſt pieces, the Seaſons, we ſee him at once 
aſſume thE majeſtic freedom of an Eaſtern writer, ſeizing the 

nd images as they riſe, cloathing them in his own expreſſive 
— age, and pre . throughout, the grace, the variety, 
and the dignity, which belong to a juſt compoſition, unhurt by 
the ſtiffneſs of formal method. | : 

About this time the ſtudy of poetry was become general in 
Scotland, the beſt Engliſh authors being univerſally read, and 
imitations of them attempted. Addiſon having lately diſplayed 
the beauties of Milton's immortal work, and his Remarks on it, 
together with Mr. Pope's celebrated Efſay, had opened the way 
to an acquaintance with the beſt poets and critics. 

Butthe moſtlearned criticis not always the beſt judge of poetry 
taſte being a gift of Nature, the want of which Aritotle and Boſſu 
cannot ſupply, nor even the ſtudy of the beſt originals, when the 
reader's faculties are not tuned in a certain conſonance to thoſe of 
the poet; and this happened to be the caſe with certain learned 

entlemen into whoſe hands a fe of Mr, Thomfon's firſt Eſſays 
fallen. Some inaccuracies of ſtyle, and thoſe luxuriancies 
which a young writer can hardly avoid, lay open to their cavils 
and cenſure : ſofar, indeed, they might be competent judges, but 
the fire and enthufiaſm of the poet had entirely eſcaped their 
notice, Mr. Thomſon, however, conſcious of his own ſtrength, 
was not diſcouraged by this treatment, eſpecially as he had fome 
friends on whoſe judgment he could better rely, and who thought 
very differently of his performances. 

From that time Mr. Thomſon began to turn his views towards 
London, where works of genius may always expect a candid 
reception and due encouragement : and an accident ſoon after 
entirely determined him to try his fortune there, 

The divinity chair at Edinburgh was then filled by the reverend 
and learned Mr, Hamilton, a gentleman univerſally reſpeed 
and beloved, and who had particularly endeared himſelf to the 
young div ines under his care by his kind offices, his candour and 
affability. Our Author had attended his lectures for about a year, 
when there was preſcribed to him, for the ſubject of an exerciſe, 
a pfalm in which the power and majeſty of God are celebrated. 


Of this pſalm he gave a paraphraſe and illuſtration, as the nature 


of the exerciſe required, but in a ſtyle ſo highly poetical as ſur- 
priſed the whole audience. Mr. Hamilton, as his cuſtom was, 
complimented the orator upon his performance, and pointed out to 


whe ſtudents the moſt maſterly, ſtriking parts of it; but, at laſt, 
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LIFE OF THOMSON. Xi 
turning to Mr. Thomſon, he told him, ſmiling, that if he thought 
of being uſeful in the — he muſt keep 4 ſtricter rein upon 
his imagination, and expreſs himſelf in language more intelli- 
gible to an ordinary congregation. 

This gave Mr. Thomſon to underſtand that his expectations 
from the ſtudy of theology might be very precarious ; he there- 
fore quitted his ſituation and went to London. 

His merit did not long lie concealed. Mr. Forbes, afterwards 
Lord Preſident of the Seſſion, then attending the ſervice of 
Parliament, having ſeen a ſpecimen of Mr. Thomſon's poetry 
in Scotland, received him very kindly, and recommended him to 
ſome of his friends, particularly to Mr. Aikman, who lived in 
great intimacy with many perſons of diſtinguiſhed rank and 
worth. This gentleman, from a connoifleur in painting, was 
become 2 profeſſed painter; and his taſte being no leſs juſt and 
delicate in the kin&ed art of deſcriptive poetry than in his own, 
no wonder that he ſoon conceived a friendſhip for our Author. 
What a warm return he met with, and how Mr. Thomſon was 
affected by his friend's premature death, appears in the copy of 
verſes which he wrote on that occafion. 

Our Author's reception wherever he was introduced, em- 
boldened him to riſque the publication of his Poem of Winter, 
which was publiſhed in March 1726: it was no ſooner read than 
univerſally admired, thoſe only excepted who had not been uſed 
to feel or to look for any thing in poetry beyond a point of ſatiri- 
cal or epigrammatic wit, a ſmart antitheſis rickly trimmed with 
rhyme, or the ſoftneſs of an elegiac complaint, To ſuch his 
manly claſſical ſpirit could not readily recommend itſelf, till, 
after a more attentive peruſal, they had got the better of their 
prezudices, and either ac; uired or affected a truer taſte, A few 
others ſtood aloof, merely becauſe they had long before fixed 
the articles of their poetical creed, and refigned themſelves to an 
abſolute deſpair of ever ſeeing wy thing new and original. 
Theſe were ſomewhat mortified to find their notions diſturbed 
by the appearance of a Poet, who ſeemed to owe nothing but to 

ature and his own genius; but, in a ſhort time, the applauſe 
decame unanimous, every one wondering how ſo many pictures, 
and thoſe fo familiar, ſhould have moved them but hindy to 
what they felt in his deſcriptions. His digreſſions, too, the 
overflowings of a tender benevolent heart, charmed the reader 
no leſs, leaving him in doubt whether he ſhould more admue 
the Poet or love the man: 

From that time Mr. 'Thomfon's acquaintance was courted by 
all men of taſte ; and ſeveral ladies of figh rank and diſtinction 
became his declared patroneſſes; the Counteſs of Herttord, 
Miſs Drelincourt, aſterwards Viſcounteſs Primroſe, Mrs. Stanley, 


and others. But the chief happineſs which his Winter procure 
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him, was that it brought him acquainted with Dr. Rundle, af 
terwards Lord Bi of my who, upon converſing with 
Mr. Thomſon, and finding in him qualities greater ftill, and of 
mofe value than thoſe of a poet, received him into his intimate 
confidence and friendſhip, promoted his character every where, 
introduced him to his great friend the Lord Chancellor Talbot, 
and ſome years after, when the eldeſt ſon of that nobleman 
was to make his tour of travelling, recommended Mr. Thomſon 
as a proper companion for him. His affection and gratitude to 


Dr. Rundle, and his indignation at the treatment that worthy 


late had met with, are finely expreſſed in his poem to the 
emory of Lord Talbot. The true cauſe of that undeſerved 
treatment has been ſecreted from the public, as well as the 
dark manceuvres that were employed; but Mr. Thomſon, whe 


had acceſs to the beſt information, places it to the account of 


--- Slanderous zeal, and politics infifh, 
Jealous of worth. 


Mean while our Poet's chief care had been, in return for the 
rag favour, to finiſh the plan which their wiſhes laid'out for 

im: and the expectations which his Winter had raiſed, were 
ly ſatisfied by the ſucceſſive publication of the other Seaſons; 
of Summer in the year 1727, of Spring in the beginning o 
the following year, and of Autumn in a quarto edition of his 
works printed in 1730. 

In that edition the Seaſons are placed in their natural order, 
and crowned with that inimitable Hymn, in- which we view 
them in their beautiful ſuccefſion, as one whole, the immedi- 
ate affect ot infinite power and goodneſs. In imitation of the 
Hebrew bard, all Nature is called forth to do homage to the 
Creator, and the reader is left enraptured in filent adoration and 
praiſe, * 

Excellent as the works of Mr. Thomſon are, it is remarkable that 
there has not been any conſiderable criticiſm on his merits and character, 


and therefore we will rake the liberty of tranſcribing thoſe few remarks 
which have appeared, as well as introducing our own. An ingenious 


elegant writer {ays, ** Thomſon had Ley and powerful talents ſor 


** this ſpecies of compoſition, He poflefled a ſtrong and copious fancy 3 
* he has enriched | vey with a variety of new and original images, 
«+ which he painted from Nature itſelf, and from his own actual obſerva- 
tions: his deſcriptions have, therefore, a diſtinctneſs and truth which 
« are monly wanting to thoſe of poets who have only copied from each 
« other, have never looked abroad on the objects themſelves. Thom- 
„ fon was accuſtomed to wander for many weeks attentive to each rural 
« ſcene ; while many Poets, w:oſe views have rarely been extended 
% beyond the ſphere of London, have attempted to deſcribe the beauties 
« of Nature, Hence that nauſeous repetition of the ſame circumftance 
« and that diſzufting impropricty of introducing what may be called a 
« ſet of hereditary images, without — 2 regard to the ages 2 
ot occaſion, in which they were formerly uſed. Though 2 
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Beſides theſe, and his tragedy of Sophoniſba, 8 

t 5 and his traged of I 

with applauſe in the year 1729, Mr. Thomſon had, in 1727, 
bliſhed his poem to the memory of Sir Iſaac Newton, then 

— deceaſed, containing a deſerved encomium of that incom- 

— man, with an account of his chief diſcoveries; ſub- 

imely poetical, and yet ſo juſt, that an ingenious foreigner, 


© the Seaſons is ſometimes harth and inharmonious, and ſometimes 
„ turgid and obſcure, and though, in many inſtances, the numbers are 
* not ſufficiently diverſified by different pauſes, yet is this Poem, on 
„% the Whole, from the numberieſs ſtiokes ot Nature in which it abounds, 
* one of the mo captivating and amuſing in our language; and which, 
« as its beauties arc not of a fugacious kind, as depending on particu» 
« lar cuſtoms and manners, will ever be peruſed with delight. The 
« ſcenes of Thomſon are frequently as wild and romantic as thoſe of 
% Salvator Roſa, pleafingly varied with precipices; torrents, cliffs, deep 
« vallies, mountains, and gloomy caverns. I:inumerable are the little 
% circumſtances in his deſcriptions, totally unobſerved by all his prede- 
* ceflors. What poet hath ever taken notice of the leaf, that, towards 
© the end of the autumn, 


„ Inceflant ruſtles from the mournful grove, 
« Oft” tartling ſuch as, tudious, walk below, 
„And ſlowly circles through the waving air ?” 


« Where is the duſt which has not been alive ? 


enquires the penfive and pathetic Young. How ſublime the follow 
lines Pand how deutifully do they prove that the Poet ing 


« Look'd through Nature up to Nature's God.“ 


Gradual, from theſe what numerous kinds deſcend, 
Evading een the microſcopic eye! 
Full Nature ſwarms with life; one wond'rous maſs 
Of animal, or atoms organiz'd,, 
Waiting, the vital Breath, when Parent- Heaven 
Shal: bid his ſpirit blow. The hoary fen, 
In putrid teams, emits the living cloud 
Of petilence, Thro' ſubterranean cells, 
Where ſearching ſun-beams ſcarce can find a way, 
Earth animated heaves. The flowery leaf +» 
Wants not its ſoft inhabitants. Secure 
Within its winding citadel, the ſtone 
Holds multitudes. But chief the foreſt boughs, 
That dance unnumber d to the play ſul breeze, 
The downy orchard, and the melting pulp 
Of meil w fruit, the nameleſs nations feed 
Of evaneſcent inſets, 


The Poet's caution to the anglers muſt be pleaſing to every advocate 
for humanity, 


But let not on thy hook the tortur'd worm 
Convulfive, twift in agonizing folds ; 
Which, by rapacious hunger ſwallowed deep, 
Gives, as you tear it from the bleeding breaft 
Ot the weak, helpleſs, _— wretch, 
Harſh pain aud horror to the lender hand. 


} 
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the count Algarotti, takes a line of it for the text of his Phi- 
loſophical Dialogues, I! Neutorianiſmo per le dame: this was in 
part owing to the aſſiſtance he had of his friend Mr. Gray, a 
gentleman well verſed in the Newtonian philoſophy, who, on 
that occaſion, gave him a very exact, though general, abſtract 
of his principles. 72 

That ſame year the reſentment of our merchants for the in- 
terruption of their trade by the Spaniards in America running 
very high, Mr. Thomſon zealouſly took part in it, and wrote his 


The fate of the induſtrious bees, how finely pictured! 


And ſce where robb'd, and murder'd, in that pit 
Lies the ſtill heaving hive ! at evening ſnatch'd, 
Beneath the cloud of guilt-concealing night, 
And fix'd o'er ſulphur: while, not dreaming ill, 
The happy people, in their waxen cells, 

Sat tending public cares, and planning ſchemes 
Of temperance. for Winter poor; refoicd 

To mark, full-fowing round, their copious ſtores. 
Sudden the dark oppreſſive ſteam aſcends; 

And us'd to milder ſcents, the tender race, 

By thonſands, tumble from their honeyed domes, 
Convol'd, and agonizing in the duſt, 


Mr. Kirk's painting, from the following affecting paſſage, we hope, 
will be as much admired for its truth and fimplicity by alf our patrons, 
as it has been to a few who have ſeen it previous to its publication, 


In vain for him th' officious wife prepares 
The fire fair-blazing, and the veſtment warm; 
In vain his little children, peeping out 
Into the mingling torm, demand their fire, 
With t:ars of artleſs innocence, Alas! 

Nor wife, nor children, more ſhall he b:hold, 

Nor fricnds, nor ſacred home, On every nerve 
The dead:'y Winter ſeizes; thuts up ſenſe; 

And, o'er his inmotit vitals creeping cold, 

Lays him a'ong the ſnows, a &iffen'd corſe, 
$tretch'd out, and bleaching in the northern blaſt. 


Dr, Johnſon, in a converſation, waz once heard to ſay of the fol- 
lowing extract, that it could not be read too often: 


And let th' aſpiring youth beware of love, 
Of the ſmooth glance beware; for 'tis too late, 
When on his heart the torrent ſoftneſs pours. 
Then Wiſdom proſtrate lies, and fading Fame 
Difſalves in air away; while the fond foul, 
Wrapt in gay viſions of unreal bliſs, 
Still paints th' illufive firm; the kindling grace; 
Thi inticing ſmile; the modeſt ſeeming eye, 
Beneath Whoſe bea'tteous beams, belying heaven, 
Lurks ſearchleſs cunning, ccuelty, and death: 
And ill falle warbling in his cheated ear, 
Her Syren voice, enchanting, draws him on 


To guileſul thores, and meads of fatal joy?! 


. 
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poem Britannia, to rouſe the nation to revenge; and although 
this piece is the leſs read that its ſubject was but accidental and 
temporary, the ſpirited generous ſentiments that enrich it can 
never be out of ſeaſon: they will at leaſt remain a monument of 
that love of his country, that devotion to the public, which he is 
ever inculcating as the perfection ot virtue, and which none ever 
telt more pure, or more intenſe, than himſelf, 


The following lines appeared ſo natural, and ſo well ſuited to form a 
happy ſubject, that Mr. Kirk thought they well deſerved a delineation 
from his pencil. His painting has been much admired for its interettir 
diiplay of paſtoral ſimplicity; and Mr. Neagle, the Engraver, has tre 
it wita a truth and delicacy worthy of bis abilitics, 


Now ſwarms the village o'er the joy ſul mead: 
The ruftic youth, brown with meridian ioil, 
Healthtul and drong; full as the ſummer-roſe 
Blown by prevailing ſuns, the ruddy maid, 
Half naked, twelling on the ſight, and all 
Her kindled graces burning o'er her cheek, 


The following lines cannot be ſufficiently admired: and the Poct's 
deteription of the charms of Lavinia cannot fail of delighnting the rcad- 
er. It is no wonder that the ſubjeR attracted the aitention of the 
painter; for who, that poſſeſſed the ſmalleſ degree of ſenſibility, could 
paſs over a ſcene fo beautifully deſcribed? We cannot withhold the tri- 
bute of praiſe due to Mr, Kirk for his beautiful delineation of this pat- 


The lovely young Lavinia once had friends; 
And Fortune {mil'd, deceitful, on her birth. 
For, in her helpleſs years depriv'd of all, 

Of every ſtay, tave innocence and Heaven, 
She, with he widow'd mother, feeble, old, 
And poor, liv'd in a cottage, far r2tir'd 
Among tre windings of a woody vale; 
By ſolitude and deep turrounding thades, . 
But more by baihfui modeſt y, conceal'd. 
Her form was freſher than the morning roſe, 
When the dew wets its leaves; undain'd and pure; 
As is the lily, or the mountain ſnow, 
The eſt virtues mingled in her eyes, 
Still on the ground dejected, darting all 
Their lumid beams into the blopmang flowers, 
Sn 

+ Sat fair-proportion'd on her poliſh'd lim | 
Veil'd —— robe, the — attire, 
Beyond the pomp of dreſs; for lovelineſs 
Needs not the foreign aid of ornament, 
But is, when unadorn'd, adorn'd the moſt, 


How beautifully is the character of Palemon rtrayed, and hie 
tranſport deſcribed, on his fir meeting with Laila 
— — —— The pride of ſwaing 
Palemon was, the generous and the rich 
Who led the rural life in all its joy 
And elegance, ſuch as Arcadian ſong 
Trazimits from ancient uncorrupted times, 
a 2 
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XV1i 
Our author's poetical ſtudies were now to be i or 
CI do anetoce tn che thegeoatiy Bi. 
Charles Talbot in his travels. ; 
Wich this amiable companion and friend, Mr. Thomſon viſited 
moſt of the courts and capital cities of Europe, and returned with 
his views greatly enlarged ; not of exterior nature only, and the 
works of art, but of human life and manners, of the conſtitution 


When tyrant cuſtom had not ſhackled man, 

But free to follow nature was the mode, 

He then his fancy with autumnal ſcenes 
Amufing, chanc'd beſides his reaper train 

To walk, when r Lavinia drew his cye; 
Unconſcious of her power, and turning quick 
With unaffected bluſhes from his gaze: 

He ſaw her charming, but he ſaw not half 

The charms her downcat modeſty conceal'd. 
That very moment leve and chatte defire 

Sprung in his boſom, to himſelf unknown ; 

For ſtill the world prevail'd, and its dread laugh, 
Which ſcarce the firm philoſopher can ſcorn, 
Should his heart own a glcaner in the held: 

And thus in ſecret to his foul he figh'd. 

Wat pity ! that ſo delicate a form, 

« By beauty kindled, where enliv'ning ſenſe 
„And more than vulvar goodneſs ſeem to dwell, 
Should be devoted to the rude embrace 

„ Of ſome indecent clown! She looks, methinks, 
« Of old Acafto's line; and to my mind 

« Recals that patron of my happy life, 

„From whom my liberal fortune took its riſe; 
Now to the dui gone down; his houſes, lands, 
„ And once a ty gs family, diffolv'd.” 
And as he view'd her, ardent, o'er and o'er, 
Love, gratitude, and pity, wept at once. 
Contus'd, and frighten'd at his ſudden tears, 

Her riſing beauties fluth'd a higher bloom, 

As thus Palemon, paſſionate and jut, 

Pour'd out the pious rapture of his ſoul. 

And art thou then Acaſto's dear remains? 

© She, whom my reftleſs gratitude has ſought 
«+ So long in vain? O heavens! the very 

© The ſoftened image of my noble friend; 
Alive his every look, his every feature, 

«« More elegantly touch'd. Sweeter than Spring! 
Thou ſole ſurviving bloſſom from the root 

* That nouriſh'd up my fortune ! Say, ah where, 
* In what ſequeſter'd deſert hat thou drawn 
The kindef aſpect of delighted Heaven ? 
Into ſuch beauty ſpread, and bon ſo fair; 

„ Tho? poverty's cold wind, and cruſhing rain, 
Beat keen and heavy on thy tender years? 

O let me now into a richer ſoil 

« Tranſplant thee ſafe! where vernal ſuns and ſhowers 
«« Diffuſe their warmen, largeſt influence; 
* And of my garden be the pride and joy | 
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and policy of the ſeveral ſtates, their connexions, and their religi” 
045 inſtitutions, How particular and judicious his obſervations 
were, we lee in his poem of Liberty, wherein he compares our 
happy well-poiſed government with thoſe of ather nations. To 
— his fellow- ſubjects with the like ſentiments, and ſhew 
them by what means the glorious freedom we enjoy may be pre- 
ſ-rved, and how it may be abuſed or loſt, he employed two years 
of his life in compoſing that noble work, upon which, conſcious 
of the importance and dignity of the ſubject, he valued himſelf 
more than upon all his other writings. 

While Mr. Thomfon was writing the firſt part of Liberty, he 
received a ſevere ſhock by the death of his noble friend and fellow 


How full, particular, and pictureſque, is this aſſemblage of citeumſtances 
that attend a very keen fro in a night of winter! 

« Loud rings the frozen earth, and hard reflects 
„% A double noiſe 3 while at his mmng ark 
« The village dog deters the nightly thief: 
„ The heifer lows; the ditant water-fall 
« Swells in the breeze; and with the haſty tread 
« Of traveller, the hollow-ſounding plain 
„Shakes from afar, 


A group worthy the pencil of Giacomo de Bafano, and ſo minutely deline - 
ated, that he might have worked from this Iketch ; 


— on the graſſy bank 
« Some ruminating lic z while others ſtand 
« Half in the flood, and, often bending, ſip 
« The cireling ſurface. 


For do we recollett that any poet hath been frnck with the murmurs of 
mc numbericis infefts that ſwarm abwoad at the noon of a ſummer's 
a; as atlcncauis of the evening, indeed, they have been men- 


tuned: 
« Reſounds the lively ſurface of the ground; 
„Nor undelightful is the ceafelets hum, 
„o him who muſes thro' the woods at noon, 
« Or drowly ſhepherd, as he lies reclin'd 
« With ktalt-ſhut eyes. . 


But the novelty and nature we admire in the deſcriptions of Thomſon, 
is by no means his only excellence; he is equally to be praiſed for 
maprefling on our minds the effects which the ſcene delineated would 
kave on the preſent ſpectator or hearer, 
Theſe obtervativns on Thomion might till be augmented, an 
examination and developement of the beauties in the loves of the 
birds, in Spring, ver. 580; a view of the torrid zone, in Summer, 
ver. 626; the riſe of fountains and rivers, in- Autumn, ver. 781; a 
man periihing in the inows, in Winter; ver. 277; and the wolves 
delcending from the Alps, and a view of Winter within the Polar cir- 
de, vet. Kg; which ate all of them highly finiſhed originals, Win- 
ter is, in our apprehenſion, the moſt valuable of thoſe four poems ; 
ic icenes of it, like thoſe of II Penſerolo of Milton, being of that 
zu tul, and ſolemn, à d penſive kind, on which a great genius bet 

&!g'its te dwell, 
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traveller, which was ſoon followed by another as ſevere, the death 
of Lord Talbot; which Mr. Thomſon ſo pathetically and ſo juſtly 
laments in the poem dedicated to his memory. In him the na- 
tion ſaw itſelf deprived of an uncorrupted patriot, the faithful 

ardian of their rights, on whoſe wiſdom and integrity they had 
nded their hopes of relief from many tedious vexations: and 
Mr. Thomſon, beides his ſhare in the general mourning, had 
to bear all the affliction which a heart like his could feel, for 
the perſon whom of all mankind he moſt revered and loved. 
From an eaſy competency he was reduced to a ſtate of preca- 
rious dependence, in which he paſſed the remainder of his life, 
excepting only the two laſt years of it, during which he enjoyed 
the place of Surveyor General of the Leeward Iſlands, procured 
for him by the generous friendſhip of my Lord Lyttleton, 
Immediately upon his return to England with Mr. Talbot, 
the Chancellor had made him his Secretary of Briefs, a place 
of little attendance, ſuiting his retired indolent way of life, and 
ual to all his wants. This place fell with his patron; and 
although the noble Lord who ſucceeded the Lord Talbot in of- 
fice kept it vacant for ſome time, probably till Mr. Thomſon 
ſhould apply for it, he was ſo diſpirited and fo regardleſs to 


every concern that he never made any efforts to obtain it; a 


negle& which his beſt friends greatly blamed him for. , 
Yet his genius was not depreſſed, or his temper hurt, by this 
reverſe of fortune, He reſumed, with time, his uſual cheer. 
fulneſs, The profits ariſing from his works were not inconſider- 
able; his Tragedyof Agamemnon, acted in 1738, yielded a good 
ſum; Mr. Millar, the bookſeller, was always ready to anſwer, 
or even to prevent, his demands; and he had a friend or two 
beſides, whoſe hearts he knew were not contracted by the am- 
ple fortunes they had acquired. 
But his chief dependence during this long interval was on the 
—— and bounty of his Royal Highneſs Frederic Prince of 
ales, who, upon the recommendation of Lord Lyttleton, ſettled 
on him a handſome allowance; and afterwards, when he was 
introduced to his Royal Highneſs, that excellent Prince, who 
truly was what Mr. Thomſon paints him, The friend of man- 
« kind and of merit,“ received him very graciouſly, and ever 
after honoured him with many marks of particular favour and 
confidence. A circumſtance, which does equal honour to the 
tron and the poet, ought not here to be omitted; that my 
Ford Lyttleton's recommendation came altogether unſolicited, 
and long before Mr. Thomſon was perſonally known to him. 
It happened, however, that the favour of his Royal Highneſs 
was in one inſtance of ſomeprejudice to our Author, in the refu- 
ſal of a licence for his tragedy of Edward and Eleonora, which he 
had prepared for the ſtage in the year 1739+ The reader may ſee 
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that this play contains not a line which could juſliy give offence ; 
but the miniſtry, offended from certain paſquinades which he 
had produced, was as little ſatisfied with the Prince's political 
conduct, as he was with their management of the public affairs, 
therefore would not permit the repreſentation of a piece written 
under his eye, and they might probably think, by his command. 

This refuſal drew alter it another, and in a way which, as it 
is related, was rather ludicrous. Mr. Paterſon, a companion of 
Mr. Thomſon, afterwards his Deputy, and then his ſucceſſor in 
the general ſurveyorſhip, uſed to write out fair copies for his 
friend, when ſuch were wanted for the preſs or for the ſtage. 
This gentleman likewiſe courted the Tragic Muſe, and had 
taken for his ſubje& the ſtory of Arminius the German hero: 
but his play, guiltleſs as it was, being preſented for a licence, 
no ſooner had the Cenſor caſt his eyes on the hand- writing in 
which he had ſeen Edward and Eleonora, than he cried out, 
Away with it! and the Author's profits were reduced to what 
his Bookſeller could afford for a tragedy in diſtreſs, 

Mr. Thomſon's next dramatic performance was his Maſk of 
Alfred, wriiten jointly with Mr. Mallet, by command of the 
Prince of. Wales, for the entertainment of his Royal Highnels's 
court at his fummer-refidence. This piece, —. ſome alte ra- 
tions, and the muſie new, has been ſince brought upon the ſtage 
by Mr. Mallet. It was acted at Cliſden, in the year 1740, on 
the birth-day of her Royal Highneſs the Princeſs Auguſta. 

In the year 1745, his Tancred and Sigiſmunda, taken from 
the novel in Gil Blas, was performed with applauſe, and, from 
the deep romantic diftreſs of the lovers, continued to draw 
crowded houſes. The ſucceſs of this piece was indeed inſured, 
from: the firſt, by the appearance of Mr. Garrick and Mrs Cib- 
ber in the principal characters, which they heightened and 
adorned with all the magic of their never-failing art. 

He had in the mean time been finiſhing his Caſtle of Indolence 
in two cantos. It was, at firſt, little more than a few detached 
ſtanzas, in the way of raillery on himſelf and on ſome of his 
friends, whowould reproach him with indolence, while he thought 
them, at leaſt, as indolent as himſelf: but he ſaw, very ſoon, 
that the ſubject deſerved to be treated more ſeriouſly, and in a 
form fitted to convey one of the moſt important moral leflons. 

The farza which he uſes in this work is that of Spencer, bor- 
rowed from the Italian poets ; in which he thought rhymes had 
their proper place, and were even graceful: the compaſs of the 
ſtanza admitting an agreeable variety of final ſounds: while the 
ſenſe of the poet is not cramped or cut ſhort, nor yet too much 
dilated; as muſt often happen, hen it is parcelled outintorbymed 

couplets; the uſual meaſure indeed of our eleg y and ſatire ; but 
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which always weakens the higher poetry, and, to a true ear, will 
times give it an air of the burleſque. Wigs, 

This was the laſt piece Mr. Thomſon himſelf „ his 
tragedy of Coriolanus being only prepared for the theatre, when a 
fatal accident robbed the world of one of the beſt men and beſt 
poets that ever lived in it. > 

He had always been a timorous horſeman; and more ſo in a 
road where numbers of giddy or unikilful riders are continually 
paſſing : ſo that, when the weather did not invite him to go by 
water, he would commonly walk the diſtance between London and 
Richmond, with any acquaintance that offered; with whom he 
might chat and reſt himſelf, or perhaps dine by the way. One 
ſummer evening, being alone, in his walk from town to Ham- 
merſmith, he had overheated himſelf, and in that condition im- 
prudently took a boat to carry him to Kew; apprehending no bad 
conſequence from the chill air on the river, which his walk to 
his houſe at the upper end of Kew-lane had always hitherto 

revented. But now the cold had ſo ſeized him, that next day he 
Fund himſelf in a high fever, ſo much the more to be dreaded 
that he was of a full habit. This, however, by the uſe of proper 
medicines, was removed, ſo that he was thought to be out of 
danger: till the fine weather having tempted him to expoſe him- 
ſelf once more to the evening dews, his tever returned with vio- 
lence, and with ſuch ſymptoms as left no hopes ofa cure. Two 
days had paſſed before his relapſe was known in town; at laſt, 
M:. Mitchelland IAr. Reid, with Dr. Armſtrong, being informed 
of it, poſted out at midnight to his aſſiſtance: but, alas came 
only to endure a fight of all others the moſt ſhocking to nature, the 
laſt agonies of their beloved friend. This lamented death hap- 
pened on the 27th day of Auguſt, 1748. 

His teſtamentary executors were, the Lord Lyttleton, whoſe 
care of our poet's tortune and fame ceaſed not with his life ; and 
Mr. Mitchell, a gentleman equally noted for the truth and con- 
ſtancy of his private friendſhips, and for his addreſs and ſpirit as 
a public miniſter. By their united intereſt, the orphan play of 
Coriolanus was brought on the ſtage to the beſt advantage ; from 
the profits of which, and the ſale of manuſcripts, and other effects, 
all demands were duly ſatisfied, and a handſome ſum remitted to 


his ſiſters. My Lord Lyttleton's prologue to this piece was ad- 


mired as one of the beſt that had ever been written: the beſt ſpoken 


it —_—_ was. The ſympathizing audience ſaw that ben, 
indeed, Mr. Quin was no acrer; that the tears he ſhed were thoſe 


of real friendſhip and grief. 

Mr. Thomſon's remains were depoſited in the church of Rich- 
mond, under a plain ſtone, without any inſcription : nor did his 
brother poets at all exert themſelves on the occaſion, as they had 
lately done for one who had been the terror ot poets all his liie- 
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time. 'This filence furniſhed matter to one of his friends for an 
excellent ſatirical epigram, which we are ſorry we cannot give 
the reader, Only one gentleman, Mr. Collins, who had lived 
ſome time at Richmond, but forſook it when Mr. Thomſon died, 
wrote an Ode to his memory. This, for the dirge-like melancholy 
it breathes, and the warmth of affection that ſeems to have dic- 
tated it, we ſhall ſubjoin. 

Such was his extreme ſenſibility, ſo perfect the harmony of his 
organs with the ſentiments of his mind, that his looks always an- 
nounced, and half expreſſed, what he was about to ſay; and his 
voice N exactly to the manner and degree in which he 
was affected. This ſenſibility had one inconvenienceattending it, 
that it rendered him the very worſt rea ſer of good poetry: a ſon- 
net, or a copy of tame verſes, he could manage pretty well, or 
even improve them in the reading; but a paſſage of Virgil, Mil- 
ton, or Sakeſpeare, proved a difficult taſk: ſo deficient was he 
in this particular, that Doddington, afterwards Lord Melcombe 
Regis, who was a remarkable good reader, was ſo provoked at the 
injuſtice he did to his own poetry by his recitation, that he 
ſnatched his manuſcript from his hands, and told him he did not 
underſtand his own verſes. 

He had improved his taſte upon the beſt originals, ancient and 
modern; but could not bear to write what was not ſtrictly his own, 
what had not more immediately ſtruck his imagination, ortouched 
his heart; ſo that he is not in the leaſt concerned in that queſtion 
about the merit or demerit of imitators. What he borrows from the 
ancients he gives us in an avowed faithful paraphraſe or tranſlation, 
as we ſee in a few paſſages taken from Virgil, and in thatbeautiful 
picture from Pliny the Elder, where the courſe and gradual in- 
creaſe of the Nile are figured by the ſtages of man's life. _ 

The autumn was his favourite ſeaſon for poetical compoſition, 
and the deep filence of the night the time he generally choſe for 
ſuch ftudies ; ſo that he would often be heardwalking in his library 
till near morning, humming over, in his way, t he was to 
correct and write out next day. 

The amuſernents of his leiſure hours were civil and natural 
hiſtory, voyages, andthe relations of travellers, the moſt authentic 
he could procure. While abroad, he had been greatly delighted 
with the regular Italian drama, ſuch as Metaſtaſſo writes; as It is 
there heightened by the charms of the beſt voices and inſtruments; 
and looked upon our theatrical entertainments as, in one reſpett, 
naked and imperfed, when compared with the ancient, or with 
thoſe of Italy: wiſhing ſometimes that a chorus, at leaſt, and a 
better recitutivve could be introduced. 

Nor was his taſte leſs exquiſite in the arts of painting, ſculpture 
and architecture. In his travels he had ſeen all the moſt cetebra- 
t.d monuments of antiquity, and the beſt productions of modern 
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art, and ſtudied them ſo minutely, and with ſo true a judgment, 
that in ſome of his deſcriptions in the poem of Liberty, we have 
the maſter · pieces there mentioned placed in a ſtronger light, per- 
haps, than if we ſaw them with our eyes, at leaſt more juſtly de- 
| lineated than in any other account extant : ſo ſuperior is a natu- 
ral taſte of the grand and beautiful to the traditional leflons of a 
common virtwols. His collection of prints, and ſome drawings 
from the antique, are now in the poſſeſſion of his friend, Mr. 
Gray, of Richmond Hill. 

As for his more diſtinguiſhing qualities of mind and heart, 
they are better repreſented in his writings than they can be by 
the pen of any biographer, There, his love of mankind, of his 
country and triends, his deyotion to the Supreme Being, found- 
ed on the moſt elevated and juſt conceptions of his operations 
and providence, ſhine out in every page. 

e is not indeed known, 1 his whole life, to have given 
any perſon one moment's pain, by his writings or otherwiſe. He 
took no part in the poetical ſquabbles which happened in his 
time, and was reſpected and left undiſturbed by both fides. He 
would even refule to take offence when he juſtly might, by 
interrupting any perſonal _ that was brought him, with ſome 
jeſt, or ſome humorous apology for the oftender. Nor was he 
ever ſeen ruffled or diſcompoſed, but when he read or heard of 
ſome flagrant inſtance of injuſtice, oppreſſion, or cruelty : then, 
indeed, the ſtrongeſt marks of horror and indignation were vi- 
fible in his countenance. | 

Theſe amiable virtues, this divine temper of mind, did not 
fail of their due reward. His friends — with an enthu- 
ſiaſtic ardour, and lamented his untimely fate in the manner that 
is ſtill freſh in every one's memory: the beſt and greateſt men of 
his time honoured him with their friendſhip and protection: the 
applauſe of the public attended every appearance he made z the 
—— of whom the more 22 were a friends and admi- 
rers, ing no pains to do juſtice to his tragedies. At pre- 
ſent, Eid. f we cog 2 they are ſeldom called = 
the ſimplicity of his plots, and the models he worked after, not 
ſuiting the reigning taſte, nor the impatience of an Engliſh the- 
atre. They may hereafter come to be in vogue, but we hazard no 
comment or conjecture upon them, or upon any part of Mr. 
Thomſon's works: neither need they any defence or apology, 
after the reception they have had at home, and in the foreign lan- 
guages into which they have been tranſlated. We ſhall only ſay, 
that, tojudge from the imitations of his manner, which havebeen 
following him cloſe from the very firſt publication of Winter, he 
ſeems to have fixed no inconſiderable æra of the Engliſh ry. 

His extraordinary poetical abilities are deſcribed by Dr. Johnion 
in the following pictureſque language. As a writer, he is eu- 
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cc titled to one praiſe of the higheſt kind: his mode of thinking, 
« and of expreſſing his thoughts, is original. His blank verſe 
« js no more the blank verſe of Milton, or of any other poet, 
« than the rhymes of Prior are the rhymes of Cowley, His 
« numbers, his pauſes, his dition, are of his own growth, with- 
c out tranſcription, without imitation, He thinks in a peculiar 
« train, and he thinks always as a man of genius; he looks round 
« on nature and on lite with the eye which nature beſtows only 
on a poet; the eye that diſtinguiſhes, in every thing preſented 
« ty his view, whatever there is in which imagination can delight 
« to be detained, and with a mind that at once comprehends the 
« yaſt, and attends to the minute. The reader of the ©* Seaſons” 
« wonders that he never ſaw before what Thomſon ſhews him, 
« and that he never yet has felt what Thomſon impreſſes. 

His deſcriptions of extended ſcenes and general effects bring 
« before us the whole magnificence of nature, whether pleaſing or 
« dreadful. The gaiety of Spring, the ſplendour of Summer, the 
ce tranquillity of Autumn, and the horror of Winter, take in their 
cc turns poſſeſſion of the mind. The _ leads us through the 
«« appearance of things as they are ſucceſſively varied by the 
« viciſſitudes of the year, and imparts to us ſo much of his own 
« enthuſiaſm, that our thoughts expand with his imagery, and 
« kindle with his ſentiments. Nor is the naturaliſt without his 
« part in the entertainment; for he is aſſiſted to recolle& and 
« to combine, to arrange his diſcoveries, and to amplify the 
6 ſphere of his contemplation.” 


ODE 
ON THE DEATH OF MR. THOMSON, 


BY MX. COLLINS. 
The Scene of the following Stanzzas is ſuppoſed to lie on the Thames, near 
Ric hnumd. £ 


I. 
IN dg grave a Druid lies, 
Where ſlowly winds the ftcalirg wave; 
The year's beſt ſweets ſhall dutevus riſe 
To deck its Poet's ſylvan grave. 


In yon' deep bed of whiſp'rins reeds 
is airy harp* ſhall now be laid, 

That he, whoſe heart in ſorrow bleeds, 

May love thro” —_— ſoothing ſhade, 
Then maids and 2 ſhall linger here, 

And while its ſounds at diſtance ſwell, 
Shall ſ.dly ſeem in Pity's ear 

To hear the woodland pilgrim's knell. 


*: The -harp ef Beins, ef which: fav © deſcription in the Catie of 
Indolence. 
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IV. 


brance oft' ſhall haunt the ſhore 
hen Thames in ſummer wreaths is dreft, 
And oft' ſuſpend the daſhing oar, 
To bid his gentle ſpirit rea 


V 


And oft' as Eaſe and Health retire 
To breezy lawn or ſoreſt deep, 

The friend thall view yon' whitening ſpire, 
And mid the varied landicape weep. 


VI. 


But thou, who own'@ that earthly bed, 
Ah! what will every dirge avail? 

Or tears which Love and Pity ſhed, 
That mourn beneath the gliding ſail! 


VII. 
Yet lives there one whoſe heedleſs eye 


Shall fcorn thy pale thrine glimm'ring near ? 


With him, ſweet Bard, may Fancy die, 
And joy deſert the bhoriag year. 


VIII. 


But thou, lorn Stream, whoſe ſullen tide 
Ne ſedge-crown'd fiters now attend, 

Now waft me from the green-hill's de, - 
Whoſe cold turf hides the buried friend ! 


IX. 


And fee the fairy vallies fade, 
Dun Night has veil'd the ſolemn view! 
Yet once again, dcar 3 Shade, 
Meek Nature's child, again adieu! 


X. 


The genial meads, aſſign'd to bleſs 
Thy life, ſhall mourn thy early doom 
Their ninds and ſhepherd girls ſhall Gelb 
With ümple thy rural tomb. 


XI. 
Long. thy fone and pointed 
Shall melt the muſing Biton's — 2 
O! Vales, and wild Woads, ſhall he ſay, 
In yonder grave your Druid lies! 


+ Richmond Church, 
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| Spring, 


The Argument. 

THE ſubje& propoſed. Inſcribed to the Counteſs of Hertford. The ſeaſon 
is deſcribed as it affects the various parts of Nature, aſcending from the lower 
to the higher; with digreffions ariſing from the ſubjeR. Its influence on inani- 
with a difſuckre from the wild and irregular puſion — to ther 
My = happy kind. . 

(COME, gentle Spring ! ethereal mildneſs, come, 

And from the boſom of yon dropping cloud, 

While muſic wakes around, veil'd in a ſhower 

Of ſhadowing roſes, on our plains deſcend. 
O Hertford | fitted or to ſhine in courts 5 

With unaffected grace, or walk the plain 

With innocence and meditation join'd 

In ſoft aſſemblage, liſten to my ſong, 

Which thy own Seaſon paints ; when Nature all 

Is blooming and benevolent; like thee. 10 
And ſee where ſurly Winter paſſes off, 

Far to the north, and calls his ruſhan blaſts : 

His blaſts obey, and quit the howling hill, 

The ſhatter'd foreſt, and the ravag'd vale ; 

While ſofter gales ſucceed, at whoſe kind touch, x5 

Diſſolving ſnows in livid torrents loſt, 

The mountains lift their green heads to the ſky. 
As yet the trembling year is unconfirm'd, 

And Winter oft at eve reſumes the breeze, 

Chills the pale morn, and bids his driving fleets 20 

Detorm the day delightleſs : fo that ſcarce 

The bittern knows his time with bill ingulpht 

To ſhake the ſounding marſh ; or from the ſhore 

The plovers when to ſcatter o'er the heath, 

And ſing their wild notes to the liftening waſte. 25 
At laſt from Aries rolls the bounteous Sun, 

And the bright Bull receives him. Then no more 


Th' expanſive atmoſphere - cramp'd with cold; 
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But, full of life and vivifying ſoul, 
Lifts the light clouds ſublime, and ſpreads them thin, 30 
Fleecy and white, o'er all-ſurrounding Heaven. 
Forth fly the tepid Airs, and unconfin'd, 

Unbinding earth, the moving ſoſtneſs ſtrays. 

Joyous th' impatient huſbandman perceives 

Relenting Nature, and his luſty ſteers 35 
Drives from their ſtalls, to where the well-us'd plough 
Lies in the furrow, looſen'd from the froſt ; 

There, unrefuſing, to the harneſs'd yoke 

They lend their 3 and begin their toil, 


Cheer'd by the ſimple ſong and ſoaring lark. 40 


Meanwhile incumbent o'er the ſhining ſhare 
The maſter leans, removes th' obſtructing clay, 
Winds the whole work, and ſidelong lays the glebe. 
White through the neighbouring field the ſower ſtalks 
With meaſur'd ſtep, and lib'ral throws the grain 45 
Into the faithful boſom of the ground: 
The harrow follows harſh, and ſhuts the ſcene. 

Be gracious, Heaven ! for now laborious man 
Has done his part. Ye foſtering breezes, blow ! 
Ye ſoftening \ 26g ye tender ſhowers, deſcend! 50 
And temper all, thou world-reviving ſun, 
Into the perfect year. Nor ye who live 
In luxury and eaſe, in pomp and pride, 
Think theſe loſt themes unworthy of your ear: 
Such themes as theſe the rural Maro ſung 85 
To wide- imperial Rome, in the full height 
Of elegance and taſte, by Greece refin'd. 
In ancient times, the ſacred plough employ'd 
The kings and awful fathers of mankind : 
And ſome, with whom compar'd your infect tribes 60 
Are but the beings of a ſummer's day, 
Have held the ſcale of empire, rul'd the ſtorm 
Of mighty war; then, with unwearied hand, 
Diſdaining little delicacies, ſerz'd 
The plough, and greatly independent liv' d. 63 

Ye generous Britons! venerate the plough; 
And o'er your hills, and long withdrawing vales, 
Let Autumn ſpread his treatures to the ſun, 
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Luxuriant and unbounded : as the ſea, 
Far through his azure turbulent domain, 70 
Your empire owns, and from a thouſand ſhores - + 
Wafts all the pomp of life into your ports; 
So with ſuperior boon may your rich ſoil, 
Exuberant, Nature's better bleſſings pour 
O'er 2 land, the naked nations clothe, 75 
And be th' exhauſtleſs granary of a world! 

Nor only through the lenient air this change, 
Delicious, breathes z the penetrative ſun, 
His force deep-darting to the dark retreat 
Of vegetation, ſets the 2 80 
At large, to wander o'er the verdant earth, 
In various hues; but chiefly thee, gay Green 
Thou ſmiling Nature's univerſal robe! 
United light and ſhade! where the fight dwells 
With growing ſtrength, and ever-new delight. 83 

From the moiſt meadow to the wither'd Pill, 
Led by the breeze, the vivid verdure runs; 
And ſwells and deepens to the cheriſh'd eye. 
The hawthorn whitens; and the juicy groves _ 
Put forth their buds, unfolding by degrees, 90 
Till the whole leafy foreſt ſtands play d 
In full luxriance to the ſighing gales; 
Where the deer ruſtle through the twining brake, 
And the birds ſing conceal d. At once array'd 
In all the colours of the fluſhing year, 95 
By Nature's ſwift and ſecret - working hand, 
The garden glows, and fills the liberal air 
With laviſh fragrance z while the promis'd fruit 
Lies yet a little embryo, unperceiy'd, 
Within its crimſon folds. Now from the town, 100 
Buried in ſmoke, and fleep, and noiſume damps, 
Oft let me wander o'er the dewy fields, 
Where freſhneſs breathes, and daſh the trembling drops 
From the bent buſh, as through the verdant maze 
Of ſweet-briar hedges I purſue my walk ; 105 
Or taſte the ſmell of dairy; or aſcend 
Some eminence, Auguſta, in thy plains, 
And ſee the country, * diffus'd around, 
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One boundleſs bluſh, one white-empurpled ſhower 
Of mingled bloſſoms ; where the raptur'd eye 110 
Hurries from joy to joy, and, hid beneath 
The fair profuſion, yellow Autumn ſpies. 
If, bruſh'd from Ruſſian wilds, a cutting gale 
Riſe not, and ſcatter from his humid wings 
The clammy mildew; or, dry-blowing, breathe 115 
Untimely froſt ; before whoſe baleſul blaſt 
The full-blown Spring through all her foliage ſhrinks, 
Joyleſs and dead, a wide - dejected waſte, 
For oft, engender'd by the hazy north, 
Myriads on myriads, inſect armies waft 120 
Keen in the poiſon'd breeze ; and waſteful eat, 
Through buds and bark, into the blacken'd core, 
Their eager way. A feeble race! yet oft 
The ſacred ſons of vengeance ; on whoſe courſe 
Corroſive famine waits, and kills the year. 125 
To check this plague the ſkilful farmer chaff 
And blazing ſtraw before his orchard burns 
Till, all involv'd in ſmoke, the latent foe 
From every cranny ſuffocated falls: 
Or ſcatters o'er the blooms the pungent duſt 130 
Of pepper, fatal to the froſty tribe; 
Or, when th* envenom'd leaf begins to curl, 
With ſprinkled water drowns them in their neſt; 
Nor, while they pick them up with buſy bill, 
The little trooping birds unwiſely ſcares. 135 
Be patient, ſwains ; theſe cruel-ſeeming winds 
Blow not in vain. Far hence they keep repreſs'd 
Thoſe deepening clouds on clouds, ſurcharg'd with 
That, o'er the vaſt Atlantic hither borne, Train, 
In endleſs train, would quench the ſummer- blaze, 140 
And, chcerleſs, drown the crude unripen'd year. 
The north-eaſt ſpends his rage; he now ſhut up 
Within his iron cave, th' effuſive ſouth 
Warms the wide air, and o'er the void of heaven 
Breathes the big clouds with vernal ſhowers diſtent. 145 
At firſt a duſky wreath they ſeem to riſe, 
Scarce ſtaining æther; but by ſwift degrees, 
In heaps on heaps, the Soubling vapour fails 
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Along the loaded ſky, and mingled deep 
Sits on th' horizon round a ſettled gloom : 150 
Not ſuch as wintry- ſturms on mortals ſhed, 
Oppreſſing life; but lovely, gentle, kind, 
And full of every hope, and every joy, 
The wiſh of Nature, Gradual finks the breeze 
Into a perfect calm, that not a breath 155 
Is heard to quiver through the cloſing woods, 
Or ruſtling turn the many twinkling leaves 
Of aſpin tall. Th' uncurling floods, diffus'd 
In glaſſy breadth, ſeem, through deluſi ve laple, 
Forgetful of their courſe. Tis filence all, 160 
And pleaſing expectation. Herds and flocks 
Drop the dry ſprig, and mute, imploring eye 
The falling verdure. Huſh'd in ſhort ſuſpenſe 
The plumy people ſtreak their wings with oil, 
To throw the lucid moiſture trick ling off, 163 
And wait th' approaching ſign to ſtrike at once | 
Into the general choir. E'en mountains, vales, 
And foreſts, ſeem impatient to demand 
The promis'd ſweetneſs. Man ſuperior walks 
Amid the glad creation, muling praiſe, 170 
And looking lively gratitude. At laſt 
The clouds conſign their treaſures to the fields, 
And, ſoftly ſhaking on the dimpled pool 
Preluſive drops, let all their moiſture flow 
In large effuſion o'er the freſhen'd world. 175 
The ſtealing ſhower is ſcarce to patter heard | 
By ſuch as wander thro the foreſt walks, 
Beneath th' umbrageous multitude of leaves. 
But who can hold the ſhade, while Heaven deſcends 
In univerſal bounty, n 180 
And fruits, and flowers, on Nature's ample lap? 
Swift Fancy fir'd anticipates their growth, 
And, while tbe milky nutriment diſtils, 
Beholds the Kindling country colour round. | 

Thus all day long the full-diſtended clouds 185 
Indulge their genial ſtores, and well-ſhower'd earth 
Is deep enrich'd with vegetable life, 
Till in the weſtern ſky be downward ſun 
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Looks out, effulgent, from amid the fluſh 
Of broken clouds gay-ſhifting to his beam. 190 
The rapid radiance inſtantaneous ſtrikes 8 
Th' illumin'd mountain, thro? the foreſt ſtreams, 
Shakes on the floods, and in a yeliow mitt, 
Far ſmoaking o'er th' intermmable plain, 
In twinkling myriads lights the dewy gems, 105 
Moiſt, bright, e the landſcape laughs around. 
Full ſwell the woods; their every muſic wakes, 
Mix'd in wild concert, with the warbling brooks 
Increas'd, the diſtant bleatings of the hills, 
And hollow lows reſponſive from the vales, 200 
Whence blending all the ſweeten'd zephyr ſprings. 
Mean time, refracted from yon' eaſtern cloud, 
Beſtriding earth, the grand ethereal bow 
Shoots up immenſe, and every hue unfolds, - 
In fair proportion running from the red, {+17 Bog 
To where the violet fades into the ſky. 
Here, awful Newton! the diſſolving clouds 
Form, fronting on the ſun, thy ſhow'ry priſm, 
And to the ſage inſtructed eye unfold 
The various twine of light, by thee diſclos'd, 210 
From the white mingling maze, Not ſo the boy; 
He wondering views the bright enchantment bend, 
Delightful, o'er the radiant fields, and runs 
To catch the falling glory ; but, amaz'd, 
+ Beholds th' amuſive arch before him fly, 215 
Then vaniſh quite away. Still night ſucceeds; 
A ſoften'd ſhade, and ſaturated earth, 
Awaits the morning beam, to give to light, 
Rais d thro ten thouſand different plaſtic tubes, 
The balmy treaſures of the former day. 220 

Then ſpring the living herbs, profuſely wild, 
O'er all the deep-green earth, beyond the power 
Of botaniſt to number up their tribes, 
Whether he fteals along the lonely dale, 
In ſilent ſearch, or thro' the foreſt, rank 225 
With what the dull incurious weeds account, 
Burſts his blind way, or climbs the mountain rock, 
Fir'd by the nodding verdure of its brow, 


4 


© aÞ£A 2.2 ee . e . ot ae 


95 
d. 


05 


20 


25 


SPRING. = 

With ſuch a lib'ral hand has Nature flung 
Their ſeeds abroad, blown them about in winds, 230 
Innumerous mix'd them with the nurſing mould, 
The moilt'ning current, and prolific rain. 

But who their virtues can declare? who pierce, 
With viſion pure, into theſe ſecret ſtores | 
Of health, and life, and joy ? the food of man, 235 
While yet he liv'd in innocence, and told 
A length of golden years, unfleſh'd in blood, 
A ſtranger to the ſavage arts of lite, 
Death, rapine, carnage, ſurfeit, and diſeaſe; 
The lord, and not the tyrant, of the world. 240 

The firſt freſh dawn then wak'd the gladden'd race 


Of uncorrupted Man, nor bluſl'd to fee 


The ſluggard ſleep beneath its ſacred beam: 
For their light flumbers gently fum'd away, 
And up they roſe as vig'rous as the ſun, 245 
Or to the culture of the willing glebe, 

Or to the cheerful *tendance of the flock, 

Mean time the ſong went round; and dance and ſport, 
Wiſdom and friendly talk, ſucceſſive, ſtole 

Their hours away; while in the roſy vale 250 
Love breath'd his infant fighs from anguiſh free, 
And full replete with bliſs, fave the ſweet pain 

That, inly thrilling, but exalts it more, 

Nor yet injurious act nor ſurly deed | 
Was known among thoſe happy ſons of Heaven, 255 
For reaſon and benevolence were law. 

Harmonious Nature, too, look'd ſmiling on. 

Clear ſhone the (kies, cool'd with eternal gales, 

And balmy ſpirit all. The youthiul Sun 

Shot his beſt rays; and ſtill the gracious clouds 260 
Dropp'd fatneſs down, as o'er the ſwelling mend 

The s and flocks commixing play d ſecure. 
This when, emergent from the gloomy wood, 

The glaring lion ſaw, his horrid heart 

Was meeken'd, and he join'd his ſullen joy: 265 
For muſic held the whole in perfect peace: 

Soft figh'd the flute; the tender voice was heard, 
Warbling the varied heart; the woodlands round 
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Apply'd their quirez and winds and waters flow'd 
In conſonance. Such were thoſe prime of days. 270 
But now thoſe white unblemiſh'd manners, whence 
The fabling poets took their Golden Age, 
Are found no more amid theſe iron times, 
Theſe dregs of life! Now the diſtemper'd mind 
Has loſt that concord of harmonious powers 275 
Which forms the ſoul of happineſs, and all 
Is off the poiſe within: the paſſions all 
Have burſt their bounds : and Reaſon, half extin&, 
Or impotent, or elſe approving, ſees - 
The foul diſorder. Senſeleſs and deform'd, 280 
Convulſive Anger ſtorms at large; or, pale 
And ſilent, ſettles into fell revenge. 
Baſe Envy withers at another's joy, 
And hates that excellence it cannot reach. | 
Deſponding Fear, of fecble fancies full, 235 
Weak and unmanly, looſens every power. 
E'en Love itſelf is bitterneſs of ſoul, 
A penſive anguiſh pining at the heart; 
Or, ſunk to ſordid int'reſt, feels no more 
That noble wiſh, that never - cloy'd deſire, 290 
Which, ſelfiſh joy diſdaining, eks alone 
To bleſs the dearer object of its flame. 
Hope ſickens with extravagance; and Grief, 
Of life impatient, into madneſs ſwells, _ 
Or in dead ſilence waltes the weeping hours. 295 
Theſe, and a thouſand mixt emotions more, 
From ever changing views of good and ill, 
Form'd infinitely various, vex the mind 
With endleſs ſtorm; whence, deeply-rankling, grows 
The partial thought, a liſtleſs unconcern, 300 
Cold, and averting from our neighbour's good : 
Then dark Diſguſt, and Hatred, winding Wiles, 
Coward Deceit, and ruffian Violence: 
At laſt, extinct each ſocial feeling, fell 
And joyleſs Inhumanity pervades 305 
And petrefies the heart. Nature, diſturb'd, 
Is decm'd vindictive, to have chang'd her courſe, 
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SPRING. 

Hence, in old duſky time, a deluge came; 
When the deep-cleft diſparting orb, that arch'd 
The central waters round, impetuous ruſh'd, 310 
With univerſal burſt, into the gulf, | 
And o'er the high pil'd hills of fraftur'd earth 
Wide daſh'd the waves, in undulation vaſt, 
Till, from the centre to the ſtreaming clouds, 
A ſhoreleſs ocean tumbled round the globe. 315 

The ſeaſons ſince have, with ſeverer ſway, 

preſs'd a broken world: the Winter keen 
Shook forth his waſte of ſnows, and Summer ſhot 
His peſtilential heats. Great Spring betore 
Green'd all the year, and fruits and bloſſoms bluſh'd, 
In ſocial ſweetneſs, on the ſelf- ſame bough. 321 
Pure was the temperate air; and even calm 
Perpetual reign'd, ſave what the zephyrs bland _ 
Breath'd o'er the blue expanſe: for then nor ſtorms | 
Were taught to blow nor hurricanes to rage : 325 
Sound ſlept the waters; no ſulphureous glooms | 
Swell'd in the ſky, and ſent the lightnings forth; 
While ſickly damps, and cold autumnal togs, 
Hung not relaxing on the ſprings of life, 
But now of turbid elements the ſport, 330 
From clear to cloudy toſs'd, from hot to cold, 
And dry to moiſt, with inward-eating change 
Our drooping days are dwindled down to nought, 
Their period finiſh'd ere *tis well begun. 

And yet the wholeſome herb neglected dies, 335 
Tho? with the pure exhilarating foul 
Of nutriment and health, and vital powers, 
Beyond the ſearch of Art, tis copious bleſt : 
For, with hot ravine fir'd, enſanguin'd Man 
Is now become the lion of the plain, 340 
And worſe. The wolf, who from the nightly fold 
Fierce drags the bleating prey, ne*er drunk her milk, 
Nor wore her warming fleece; nor has the ſteer, 
At whoſe ſtrong cheſt the deadly tyger hangs, 
E'er plow'd for him. 3 too, are temper'd high, 
With nunger ſtung and wild neceſſity, 346 


Nor lodges pity in their ſhaggy breaſt z 
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But Man, whom Nature form'd of milder clay, 
With every kind emotion in his heart, 

Ard taught alone to weep, while from her lap 350 
She pours ten thouſand delicacies, herbs 

And fruits as num'rous as the drops of rain, 

Or beams that gave them birth ; ſhall he, fair Form! 
Who wears ſweet ſmiles, and loaks ae on heaven, 
F'er ſtoop to mingle with the prowling herd, 355 
And dip his tongue in gore? The beaſt of prey, 
Blood-itain'd, deſerves to bleed; but you, ye Flocks! 
What have you done? ye peaceful People! what 

To merit death? you, who have given us milk 

In luſcious ſtreams, and lent us your own coat 360 
Againſt the Winter's cold? the plain ox, 

That harmleſs, honeſt, guileleſs animal! 

In what has he offended ? he, whoſe toil, 

Patient, and ever ready, clothes the land 

With all the pornp of harveſt, ſhall he bleed, 365 
And, ſtruggling, beneath the cruel hands 
E'en of the clown he feeds? and that, ae | 
To ſwell the riot of th' autumnal feaſt, 

Won by his labour? Thus the feeling heart 

Would tenderly fu 3 but tis enough, 370 
In this late age, a —_— "rous to have touch'd 

Light on the numbers of the Samian ſage : 

High Heaven forbids the bold preſumptuous ſtrain, 
Whoſe wiſeſt will has fix'd us in a ſtate 

That muſt not yet to pure perfection riſe. 37 375 

Now, when the ft foul torrent of the brooks, 

Swell'd with the vernal rains, is ebb'd away, 
And, whitening, down their moſſy · tinctur d — 
Deſcends the billowy foam, now is the 2 

While yet the dark - brown water aids t » 380 
To tempt the trout. The n 
The r A with elaſtic ſpring, 


Snatch'd from hoary ſteed the floating line, 
And all thy ſlender wat'ry ftores prepare; 
But let not on thy hook the tortur'd worm, 385 


Convulſive, twiſt in agonizing folds, 


Which, by rapacious hunger ſwallowed deep, 
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Gives, as you tear it from the bleeding breaſt, 
Of the weak, helpleſs, uncomplaining wretch, 
Harſh pain and horror to the tender hand. 399 

When with his lively ray the potent fun 
Has pierc'd the ſtreams, and rous'd the finny race, 
Then, iſſuing cheerful, to thy ſport repair: 
Chief ſhould the Weſtern breezes curling play, 
And light o'er æther bear the ſhadowy clouds. 395 
High to their fount, this day, amid the hills 
And woodlands warbling round, trace up the brooks ; 
The next, purſue their rocky-channel'd maze 
Down to the river, in whoſe ample wave 
Their little Naiads love to ſport at large. 400 
Juſt in the dubious point, where with the pool 
Is mix'd the trembling ſtream, or where it boils 
Around the ſtone, or from the hollow'd bank 
Reverted plays in undulating flow, 
There throw, nice-judging, the deluſive fly, 405 
And, as you lead it —_ in artful curve, 
With eye attentive mark the ſpringing game. 
Strait — above the ſurface of the — 
They wanton riſe, or, urg'd by hunger, leap, 
Tm fix, with gentle 8 barbed hook 3 410 
Some lightly toſſing to the graſſy bank, 
And to the ſhelving ſhore ſlow-dragging ſome, 
With various hand, proportion'd to their force. 
If yet too young, and eafily deceiv'd, 
A worthleſs prey ſcarce bends your pliant rod, 415 
Him, piteous of his ycuth, and the ſhort ſpace 
He has enjoy'd the vital light of Heaven, 
Soft diſengage, and back into the ſtream 
The ſpeckled captive throw : but ſhould you Jure 
From his dark haunt, beneath the tangled roots 420 
Of pendent trees, the monarch of the brook, 
Behoves you then to ply your fineſt art. 
Long time he, following cautious, ſcans the fly, 
And oft* attempts to ſcize it, but as oft” 
The dimpled water ſpeaks his jealous fear: 425 
At laſt, while haply o'er the ſhaded fun 
Paſſes a cloud, he deſperate takes the death 


5 


12 SPRING. 
With ſullen plunge: at once he darts along, 
Deep ſtruck, and runs out all the lengthen'd line, 
Then ſeeks the fartheſt ooze, the ſheltering weed, 
'The cavern'd bank, his old ſecure abode, 431 
And flies aloft, and flounces round the pool, 
Indignant of the guile. With yielding hand, 
That feels him ſtill, yet to his furious courſe 
Gives way, you, now retiring, following now, 435 
Acroſs the ſtream, exhauſt his idle rage; 
Till, floating broad upon his breathleſs ſide, 
And to his fate abandon'd, to the ſhore 


You gayly drag your unrefiſting prize. 439 
Thus paſs the temperate hours; but when the ſun 


Shakes from his noon-day throne the ſcattering clouds, 


E'en ſhooting liſtleſs languor thro” the deeps, 

Then ſeek the bank where flowering elders crowd, 
Where ſcatter'd wild the lily of the vale 

Its balmy eſſence breathes, where cowſlips hang 445 
The dewy head, where purple violets lurk, | 
With all the lowly children of the ſhade ; 

Or lie reclin'd beneath yon* ſpreading aſh, 

Hung o'er the ſteep ; whence, borne on liquid wing, 
The ſounding culver ſhoots ; or where the hawk, 450 
High in the beetling cliff, his airy builds: 

There let the claſſic page thy fancy lead 

Throꝰ rural ſcenes, ſuch as the Mantuan ſwain 
Paints in the matchleſs harmony of ſong : 

Or catch thyſelf the landſcape, gliding (wift 435 
Athwart Imagination's — eye: | | 
Or, by the vocal woods and waters luli'd, 

And loſt in _— muſing, in the dream 

Confus'd of careleſs ſolitude, where mix 

Ten thouſand wandering images of things, 460 
Soothe every guſt of — — into peace, 

All but the ſwellings of the ſoften'd heart, 

That waken, not diſturb, the tranquil mind. 

Behold yon* breathing proſpect bids the Muſe 
Throw all her beauty forth. But who can paint 465 
Like Nature? Can Imagination boaſt, 

Amid its gay creation, hues like her's ? 
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$PRING. | 
Or can it mix them with that matchleſs ſkill, 
And loſe them in each other, as appears 
In every bud that blows ? If Fancy, then, 
Unequal fails beneath the pleaſing taſk, 
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470 


Ah! what ſhall Language do? ah! where find words 


Ting'd with fo many colours, and whoſe power, 
To life approaching, may perfume my lays 
With that fine oil, thoſe aromatic gales, 
That inexhauſtive flow continual round ? 

Yet, tho” ſucceſisleſs, will the toil delight. 


47$ 


Come then, ye Virgins and ye Youths! whoſe hearts 


Have felt the raptures of refining love; 

And thou, Amanda, come, pride of my ſong! 
Form'd by the Graces, Lovelineſs itſelf! 

Come with thoſe downcaſt eyes, ſedate and ſweet, 
Thoſe looks demure, that deeply pierce the ſoul, 
Where, with the light of — 

Shines lively fancy and the feeling heart: 

O come! and while the roſy-footed May 

Steals bluſhing on, together let us tread 

The morning dews z and gather, in their prime, 


430 


ful reaſon mix'd, 


483 


Freſh blooming flowers, to grace thy braided hair, 


And thy lov'd boſom, that improves their ſweets. 
See where the winding vale its laviſh ſtores 

Irriguous ſpreads. See how the lily drinks 

The latent rill, ſcarce oozing thro” the graſs, 

Of growth luxuriant, or the humid bank 

In fair profuſion deeks. Long let us walk 

Where the breeze blows from yon' extended field 

Of bloſſom'd beans: Arabia cannot boaſt 

A fuller gale of joy than, lib'ral, thence 
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Breathes thro' the ſenſe, and takes the raviſh'd ſoul. 


Nor is tire mead unworthy of thy foot, 

Full of freſh verdure and unnumber'd flowers, 
The negligence of Nature, wide and wild, 
Where, undiſguis'd by mimic Art, ſhe ſpreads 
Unbounded beauty to the roving eye. 

Here their delicicus taſk the fervent bees, 

In ſwarming millions, tend: around, athwart, 


Thro' the ſoft air, the 1 nations fly, 
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Cling to the bud, and with inſerted tube 
Suck its pure eſſence, its ethereal ſoul ; | 
And oft' with bolder wing they ſoaring dare 310 
The purple heath, or where the wild thyme 85 
And yellow load them with the luſcious ſpoil. 

At length the finiſh'd garden to the view 
Its viſtas opens, and its alleys green. | 
Snatch'd thro* the verdant maze, the hurried eye 315 
Diſtracted wanders: now the bowery walk 
Of covert cloſe, where ſcarce a ſpeck of day 
Falls on the lengthen'd gloom, protracted ſweeps ; 
Now meets the bending ſky; the river now 
Dimpling along, the breezy ruffled lake, $20 
The foreſt darkening round, the glittering ſpire, 
Tr etherzal mountain, and the diſtant main. 
But why ſo far excurſire? when at hand, 
Along theſe bluſhing borders, bright with dew, 
And in yon' mingled wilderneſs 25 525 
Fair- handed Spring unboſoms every grace; 


Throus out the ſnow- drop and the crocus firſt; 


The daiſy, primroſe; violet, darkly blue; 

And Poly anthus, of unnumber'd dies; | 
The yellow waliflower, ftain'd with iron brown ; 530 
And laviſh ſtock, that ſcents the garden round: 

From the ſoft wing of vernal breezes ſhed, 
Anemonies |. auriculas, enrich'd 

With ſhining meal o'er all their velyet leaves ; 

And full ranunculas, of glowing red. | 535 
Then comes the tulip race, where Beauty plays 

Her idle freaks; from family diffus d 

To family, as flies the father - duſt, 6 

The varied colours run, and while they break 

On the charm'd eye, th' exulting floriſt marks, 540 
With ſecret pride, the wonders of his hand. 

No gradual bloom is wanting from the bud, 

Firſt born of Spring, to Summer's mulky tribes: | 
Nor hyacinths, of pureſt virgin white, 1 
Low- bent, and bluſhing inward ; nor jonquils, $45 
Of potent fragrance; nor Narciſſus fair, 

As o'er the tabled fountain hanging ill ; 
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Nor broad carnations, nor gay ſpotted pinks; 
Nor, ſhower'd from every buſh, the damaſk roſe. 
Infinite numbers, delicacies, ſmells, es tay 
With hues on hues expreſſion cannot paint, | 
The breath of Nature, and her endleſs bloom. 
Hail, Source of beings ! univerſal Soul 
Of heaven and earth! Eſſential Preſence, hail ! 
To Thee I bend the knee: to Thee my thoughts 555 
Continual climb, who with a mafſter-hand * 
Haſt the great whole into perfection touch'd. 
By Thee the various vegetative tribes, 
Wrapt in a filmy net, and clad with leaves, 
Draw the live æther, and imbibe the dew : 560 
By Thee diſpos'd into congenial ſoils, 
Stands each attractive plant, and fucks and ſwells 
The juicy tide, a twining maſs of tubes. 
At thy command the vernal ſun awakes | 
The torpid ſap, detruded to the root a 
By wintry winds, that now, in fluent dance x 
And lively fermentation mounting, ſpreads 
All this innumerous colour'd ſcene of things. 
As riſing from the vegetable world 
My theme aſcends, with equal wing aſcends 870 
My panting Muſe! and hark! how loud the woods 
Invite you forth in all your gayeſt trim. | 
Lend me your ſong, ye Nightingales! oh! pour 
The mazy-running ſoul of Melody E 
Into my ſacred verſe ! while I deduce, 375 
From the firſt note the hollow cuckow ſings, 
The ſymphony of Spring, and touch a theme 
Unknown to fame, The paſſion of the groves, 
When firſt the ſou] of Love is ſent abroad | 
Warm thro” the vital air, and on the heart 580 
Harmonious ſeizes, the gay troops begin, f 
In gallant thought, to plume the painted wing, 
And try again the long forgotten ſtrain, 
At firſt faint-warbled : but no ſooner grows 
The ſoft infuſion prevalent and wide, 385 
Than, all alive, at once their joy o'erflows, , 
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16 SPRING. 
Shrill voic'd and loud, the Meſſenger of Mom ; 
Ere yet the ſhadows fly, he mounted fings ' . 
Amid the dawning clouds, and from their haunts 390 
Calls up the tunetul nations. Every cople 
Deep - tangled, tree irregular, and buſh 
Bending with dewy moiſture, o'er the heads 
Ot the coy 1 * that lodge within, 
Are prodigal of harmony. The thruſh _ 
And wood-lark, o'er the kind-contending throng 
Superior heard, run thro' the ſweeteſt length 
Of notes; when liſtening Philomela deigns 
To let them joy, and purpoſes, in thought 
Elate, to make her night excel their day. 600 
Phe hlackbird whiſtles from the thorny brake ; 
The mellow bulfinch anſwers from the grove : 


Nor are the linnets, o'er the flowering furze 


Pour'd ont profuſely, ſilent. 2 io theſe, | 

Innumerous ſongſters, in the freſhing ſhade 605 

Of new ſprung leaves, their modulations mix 

Mellifluous : the jay, the rook, the daw, | 

And each harſh pipe, diſcordant heard alone, 

Aid the full concert, while the ſtock-doye breathes 

A melancholy murmur thro? the whole. 610 
"Tis Love creates their melody, and all 

This waſte of muſic is the voice of Love; 

That e' en to birds and beaſts the tender arts 

Of pleaſing teaches: hence the glolly kind 

Try every winning way inventive love 615 

Can dictate, and in courtſhip to their mates 

Pour forth their little ſouls. Firſt, wide around, 

With diſtant awe, in airy rings they rove, 

Endeav'ring by a thouſand tricks to catch 

The cunning, conſcious, balf-averted glance 620 

Of their regardleſs charmer. Should ſhe ſeem 

Softening, the leaſt approvance to beſtow, 

Their colours burniſh, and, by hope inſpir'd, 

They briſk advance; then on a ſudden ſtruck, 

Retire diſorder'd ; then again approach, 625 

In fond rotation ſpread the ſpotted wing, 


Aud ſhiver every teather with deſire. 
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SPRING, 17 
Connubial leagues agreed, to the deep woods 


They haſte away, all as their fancy leads, 


Pleaſure, or food, or ſecret ſafety prompts, 630 
That Nature's great command may be obey'd; -— 
Nor all the ſweet ſenſations they perceive 
Indulg'd in vain. Some to the _ hedge 
Neſtling repair, and to the thicket ſome; 
Some to the rude protection of the thorn 635 
Commit their feeble offspring: the cleft tree 
Offers its kind concealment to a few; 
Their food its inſets, and its moſs their neſts ; 
Others apart, far in the graſſy dale 
Or roughening waſte their humble texture weave: 640 
But moſt in woodland ſolitudes delight, 
In unfrequented glooms cr ſhaggy banks, 
Steep, and divided by a babbling brook, 
Whoſe murmurs ſoothe them all the live-long day, 
When by kind duty fix d. Among the roots 645 
Of hazel, pendant o'er the plaintive ſtream, | 
They frame the firſt foundation of their domes, 
Dry ſprigs of trees, in artful fabric laid, 
And bound with clay together. Now 'tis nought 
But reſtleſs hurry thro* the buſy air, 640 
Beat by unnumber'd wings. The ſwallow ſweeps 
The ſlimy pool, to build his hanging houſe 
Intent: and often from the careleſs back 
Of herds and flocks a thouſand tugging bills 
Pluck hair and wool ; and oft', when unobſerv'd, 655 
Steal from the barn a ſtraw, till ſoft and warm, 
Clean and complete, their habitation grows, 

As thus the patient dam aſſiduous tits, 
Not to be tempted from her tender taſk, 
Or by ſharp hunger or by ſmoorh delight, 660 
Tho" the whole looſen'd Spring around her blows, 
Her ſympathizing lover takes his ſtand 
High on th* opponent bank, ang cealeleſs fings 
The tedious time away; or elſe ſupplies 
Her place a moment, while the fudden flits 6563 
To pick the ſcanty meal. Th' appointed time 
With pious toi l fulfill'd, 8 callow young, 
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Warm'd and expanded into perſect life, 
Their brittle bondage break, and come to light; 
A. helpleſs family, demanding food +> 
With conſtant clamour, O what paſſions then, 
What melting lentiments of kindly care, 
On the new parents ſeize! away they fly 
Affectionate, and, undeſiring, bear 
The moſt delicious morſel to their young, 675 
Which equally diſtributed, again 70 
The ſearch begins. E'en ſo a gentle pair, 
By Fortune ſunk, but form'd of nerous mould, 
And charm'd with cares beypnd the yulgar breaſt, 
W ſame lone cot amid the diſtant woods, 680 
uſtain'd alone by providential Heaven, 
Oft* as they weeping eye their infant train, 
Check their own appetites, and give them all. 

Nor toil alone they ſcorn; exalting Love, 
By the great Father of the 2 inſpir'd, 685 
Gives inſtant courage to the tearful race, 

And to the ſimple art. With ſtealthy wing 
Should ſome rude foot their woody haunts moleſt, 
Amid a neighbouring buſh they ſilent drop, 

nd whirring thence, as if alarm'd, deceive 6 
Th” unfeeling ſchoolboy. Hence around the head 
Of wandering ſwain the white-wing'd ployer wheels 
Her ſounding flight, and then directly on, 

In long excurſion, ſkims the level lawn 694 
To tempt him ſrom her neſt, The wild-duck hence 
O'er the rough moſs, and o'er the trackleſs waſte 
The heath-hen flutters ; pjove fraud! to lead 

The hot-purſuing ſpaniel far aſtray. 

Be not the Muſe aſham'd here to bemoan 
Her brothers of the grove, by tyrant man 700 
Inhuman caught, and in the narrow cage 
From liberty confin'd and boundleſs air, 

Dull are the pretty flaves, their plumage dull, 
Ragged, and all its 2 ultre loſt; 

Nor is that ſprightly wildneſs in their notes 705 
Which, clear and vig'rous, warbles from the beech, 


O then, ye Friends of love and loveetaught ſong, 


( 
] 
] 
4 
| 


SPRING. 19 
spare the ſoft tribes! this barbarous art forbear? 
Tf on your boſom Innocence can win, 

Mufic engage, or Piety perſuade. 710 
But let not chief the nightingale lament 
Her ruin'd care, too delicately fram'd 
To brook the harſh confinement of the cage. 
Oft* when, returning with her loaded bill, 
Th' aftoniſh'd mother finds a vacant neſt, 715 
By the hard hand of unrelenting clowns 
Robb'd, to the ground the vain proviſion falls, 
Her pinions ruffle, and, 82 ſcarce 
Can the mourner to the poplar ſhade, 
Where, all abandon'd to dyſpair, ſhe fiags 729 
Her ſorrows thro' the night, and on the bough 
Sole ſitting, ſtill at every dying fall 
Takes up again her lamentable {rain 
Of winding woe, till, wide around, the woods 
Sigh to her ſong, and with her wail reſound. 725 
ut now the feather'd youth their former bounds, 
Ardent, diſdain, and, weighing oft their wings, 
Demand the free poſſeſſion of the ſky. 
This one glad office more, and then diſſolves 
Parental love at once, now needleſis grown. 730 
Unlaviſh'd Wiſdom never works in vain, 
"Tis on ſome ev'ning, ſunny, grateful, mild, 
When nought but balm is breathing thro' the woods, 
With yellow luſtre bright, that the new tribes 
Viſit the ſpacious heavens, and look abroad 733 
On Nature's common, far as they can ſee, 
Or wing, their range and paſture. O'er the boughs 
Dancing about, nil at the giddy verge 
Their reſolution fails; their pinions {till 
n looſe libration ſtretch'd, to truſt the void 940 
rembling refuſe, till down before them fly 
The parent- guides, and chide, exhort, command, 
Or puſh them off, The ſurging air receives 
Its plumy burden, and their ſelf- taught wings 
Winnow the waving element. On ground 745 
Alighted, bolder up again they lead, 
Farther and farther on, the lengthening flight, 
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Till vaniſh'd every fear, and every power 

Rous'd into life and action, light in air 

Th acquitted parents ſee their ſoaring race, 750 

And, once rejoicing, never know them more. 
High from the ſummit of a craggy cliff, 

Hung o'er the deep, ſuch as amazing frowns 

On utmoſt Kilda's “ ſhore, whoſe lonely race 

Reſign the ſetting ſun to Indian worlds, 755 

The royal eagle draws his vigorous young, 

Strong · pounc'd, and ardent with paternal fire: 

Now fit t/ raiſe a kingdom of their own, 

He drives them from his fort, the towering ſeat, 

For ages, of his empire, which in peace 760 

Unſtain'd he holds, while many a league to ſea 

He wings his courſe, and preys in diſtant iſles. 
Should I my ſteps turn to the rural ſeat 

Whoſe lofty elms and venerable oaks | 

Invite the rook, who high amid the boughs, 765 

In early Spring, his airy city builds, 

And ceaſeleſs caws amuſtve, there, well-pleas'd, 

I might the various polity ſurv | 

Of the mixt houſehold kind. The careful hen 

Calls all her chirping family around, 770 

Fed and defended by the fearleſs cock, | 

Whoſe breaſt with ardour flames as on he walks, 

Graceful, and crows defiance. In the pond 

The finely checker'd duck, before-her train, 

Rows garrulous. The ſtately-ſailing ſwan 775 

Gives out his ſnowy fog to the gale, 

And, arching proud his neck, with oary feet 

Bears forward fierce, and guards his ofer-ifle, 

Protective of his young. The turkey nigh, 

Loud threat*ning, reddens; while the peacock ſpreads 


His every-colour'd glory to the fun, 784 


And ſwims in radiant majeſty along. 
O'er the whole homely ſcene the coving dove 
Flies thick in amorous chace, and wanton rolls 
The glancing eye, and turns the-changetul neck. 783 
While. thus the gentle tenants of the ſhade 
# The fartheft of the western iſie ds of Scotland. 
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SPRING, 21 
Indulge their purer loves, the world 
Of brutes below ruſh furious into flame 
And — * "ug his aj a4 34g 5 
The bull, -ſcorch'd, the ragin 790 
Of paſture kick, and negligent of a, | 
Scarce ſeen, he wades a the yellow broom, 
While o'er his ample fides the rambling ſprays 
Luxurious ſhoot z or thro' the mazy w 
Dejected wanders, nor th' enticing bud 795 
Crops, tho" it preſſes on his careleſs ſenſe ; | 
And oft”, in jealous maddening fancy wrapt, 
He ſeeks the fight; and, idly butting, $eigns 
His rival or'd in every knotty trunk: | 
Him ſhould he meet, the bellowing war begins: $00 
Their eyes flaſh fury: to the hollowed earth, 
Whence the ſand flies, they mutter 2 deeds, 
And, groaning deep, th' impetuous battle mix; 
While the fair heifer, balmy-breathing, near, 
Stands kindling up their rage. The trembling ſteed, 
With this hot impulſe bels d in every nerve, 306 
Nor heeds the rein, nor bears the ſounding thong; 
Blows are not felt; but toſſing high his head, 
And by the well-known joy to diſtant plains 
At ſtrong, all wild he burſts away; 810 
O' er rocks, and woods, and craggy mountains, flies; 
And, neighing, on the aerial ſummit takes 
Th' exciting gale; then ſteep-deicending cleaves 
The headlong torrents foaming down the hills, | 
E'en where x madneſs of the ftraiten'd ftream 813 
Turns in black eddies round: ſuch is the force 
With which his frantic heart and ſinews ſwell, 
Nor undelighted by the boundleſs Spring 
Are the broad monſters of the foaming deep z 
From the deep ooze and gelid cavern rous' $826 
They flounce and tumble in unwieldy joy. 
Dire were the ſtrain, and diſſonant, to ſing 
The cruel raptures of the ſavage kind ; 
How, by this flame their native wrath ſublim'd, 
They roam, amid the fury of their heart, 835 
The far-reſounding waſte, in fiercer bands, . 


22 SPRING... 
And growl their horrid loves : but this the theme 
I fing, enraptur'd, to the Britiſh fair, 
Forbids, and Icads me to the mountain-brow, 
Where fits the ſhepherd on the y turf, $30 
Inhaling, healthful, the deſcending ſun :. 
Around him feeds his many-bleating flock, 
Of various cadence; and his ſportive lambs, 
This way and that convoly'd, in friſkfu] glee 
Their frolics play. And now the ſprightly race 835 
Invites them forth; when ſwift, the ſignal given, 
They ſtart away, and ſweep the maſſy mound 
That runs around the hill, the rampart once 
Of iron War, in ancient barbarous times, 
When diſunited Britain ever bled; N 840 
Loſt in eternal broil; ere yet ſhe 
To this deep-laid indiſſoluble ſtate, | | 
Where Wealth and Commerce lift their golden heads, 
And o'er our labours Liberty and Law 15 | 
Impartial watch, the wonder of a world 845 

at is this mighty Breath, ye Sages! ſay, 
That in a powerful language, felt, not heard, 
Inſtructs the fowls of heaven, and thro' their breaſts 
Theſe arts of love diffuſes? What, but God ? | 
Inſpiring God! who, boundleſs Spirit all, 350 
And unremitting Energy, pervades, 8 
Adjuſts, ſuſtains, and agitates the whole. 
He ceaſeleſs works alone, and yet alone 
Seems not to work; with ſuch perfection fram'd 
Is this complex ſtupendous ſcheme of things. 855 
But tho* conceal'd to every purer eye 
Th' informing Author in his works appears, 
Chief, lovely Spring! in thee, and thy ſyft ſcenes, 
The ſmiling God is ſeen, while water, earth, 
And air, atteſt his bounty, which exalts $60 
The brute creation to this finer thought, 
And annual melts their undefigning hearts 
Profulely thus in tenderneſs and joy. 
Still let my ſong a nobler note aſſume, : 

And ſing th' 2 force of Spring on Man; 865 
When heaven and earth, as if contending, vie . 
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SPRING. 23 
To raiſe his being, and ſerene his ſoul. 
Can he forbear to join the general ſmile 

Of Nature? can fierce paſſions vex his breaſt, | 
While every gale is peace, and every grove 870 
Is melody? Hence! from the bounteous walks 

Of flowing Spring, ye ſordid Sons of Earth, 

Hard and unfeeling of another's woe, 

Or only laviſh to yourſelves z away! 

But come, ye generous Minds! in whoſe wide thought, 
Of all his works, creative bounty burns 876 
With warmeſt beam, and on your open front 

And liberal eye fits, frora his dark retreat 

Inviting modeſt Want; nor till invok'd 

Can reſtleſs Goodneſs wait: your active ſearch 880 
Leaves no cold wintry corner unexplor d; 
Like ſilent- working Heaven, ſurpriſing oft* 
The lonely heart with r- good. 
For you the roving ſpirit of the wind 
Blows Spring abroad] for you the teeming clouds 885 
Deſcend in gladiome plenty o'er the world, 
And the ſun ſheds his kindeſt rays for you, 

Ye flower of human race! In theſe green days, 
Reviving Sickneſs lifts her languid head, 

Life flows afreſh, and young-ey'd. Health exalts 890 
The whole creation round. Contentment walks 


The ſunny glade, and feels an inward bliſs 


Spring o'er his mind, beyond the power of kings 

To purchaſe. Pure ſerenity apace | 

Induces thought, and contemplation ſtill : $95 

By ſwift degrees the Love of Nature works, 

And warms the boſom, till at laſt ſublim'd 

To rapture and enthuhaſtic heat, 

We feel the preſent Deity, and taſte 

The joy of God to ſee a happy world! 900 
Theſe are the ſacred feelings of thy heart, 

Thy heart, inform'd by Reaton's purer ray, 

O Lyttleton, the friend! thy paſſions thus 

And meditations-vary, as at large, 

Guurting the Mule, thro* Hagley-Park thou ſtrayeſt, 

Thy Britiſh Temple; there along the dale 906 
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With woods o'erhung, and ſhagg'd with moſſy rocks, 
Whence on each hand the guſhing waters play, 

And down the rough caſcade white-daſhing fall, 

Or gleam in lengthened viſta thro? the trees, 910 
You ſilent ſteal; or fit beneath the ſhade | 

Of ſolemn oaks, that tuft the ſwelling mounts, 
Thrown graceful round by Nature's careleſs hand, 
And penlive liſten to the various voice 

Of rural peace; the herds, the flocks, the birds, 915 
The hollow-whiſpering breeze, the plaint of rills, 
That, purling down amid the twiſted roots | 
Which creep around, their dewy murmurs ſhake 

On the ſooth'd ear. From theſe abſtracted, oft? 

You wander thro' the philoſophic world, 920 
Where in bright train continual wonders riſe, 

Or to the curious or the pious eye. 

And oft', conducted by hiſtoric truth, 

You tread the long extent of backward time, 
Planning, with warm benevolence of mind, 925 
And honeſt zeal, unwarp'd by party-rage, 
Britannia's weal, how trom the venal gulf 

To raiſe her virtue, and her arts revive: 

Or, turning thence thy view, theſe graver thoughts 
The Mules charm, while with ſure taſte refin'd, 939 
You draw th” inſpiring breath of ancient ſong, 

Till nobly rifes, emulous, thy own. 

Perhaps thy lov'd Lucinda ſhares thy walk, 

With ſoul to thine attun'd: then Nature all 

Wears to the lover's eye a look of love, 935 
And all the tumult of a guilty world, 

Tolſs'd by ungenerous paſſions, ſinks away. 

The tender heatt is animated peace 

And as it pours its copious treaſures forth 

In varied converſe, ſoftening every theme, 940 
You, frequent pauſing, turn, and from her eyes, 
Where meeken'd ſenſe, and amiable grace, 

And lively ſweetneſs dwell, enraptur'd drink 

That nameleſs ſpirit of ethereal joy; 
Unutterable happineſs ! which Love 945 
Alone beſtows, and on a favour'd few. 
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SPRING. 25 
Mean time you gain the height, from whoſe fair brow 
The burſting proſpect ſpreads immenſe around, 
And, ſnatch'd o'er hill, and dale, and wood, and lawn, 
And verdant field, and dark ' ning heath between, 950 
And villages emboſom'd ſoft in trees, 
And ſpiry towns by ſurging columns mark*d 
Of houſehold ſmoke, your eye excurſive roam; 
Wide ſtretching from the hall, in whoſe kind haunt 
The hoſpitable Genius lingers ſill, 955 
To where the broken landſcape, by degrees 
Aſcending, roughens into rigid hills, 
O'er which the Cambrian mountains, like far clouds 
That ſkirt the blue horizon, duſky riſe. 

Fluſh'd by the ſpirit of the genial year, 960 
Now from the virgin's cheek a freſner bloom 
Shoots, leſs and leſs, the live carnation round: 

Her lips bluſh deeper ſweets ; ſhe breathes of youth; 
The ſhining moiſture ſwells into her eyes 

In brighter flow; her wiſhing boſom heaves 965 
With palpitations wild; kind tumults ſeize 

Her veins, and all her yielding ſoul is love. 

From the keen gaze her lover turns away, 

Full of the dear ecſtatic power, and ſick 

With ſighing languiſhment. Ah then, ye Fair! 970 
Be greatly cautious of your ſliding hearts; 

Dare not the infectious figh ; the pleading look, 
Downcaft, and low, in meek ſubmiſſion dreſt, 

But full of guile; let not the fervent tongue, 

Prompt to deceive, with adulation ſmooth, 975 
Gain on your purpos'd will : nor in the bower, 
Where woodbines flaunt, and roſes ſhed a couch, 
While Evening draws her crimſon curtains round, 
Truſt your ſott minutes with betraying Man. 

And let th' aſpiring youth beware of love; 980 
Of the ſmooth glance beware: for 'tis too late, 
When on his heart the torrent ſoftneſs pours : 

Then wiſdom proftrate lies, and fading tame 
Diſlolves in air away: while the fond toul, 

Wrapt in gay viſions of unreal bliſs, | 935 
SL paints ch' iYubve 8 the kindling grace, 
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Th' enticing file, the modeſt-ſeeming ee, 
Beneath whoſe beauteous beams, belying Heaven, 
Lurk ſearchleſs cunning, cruelty, and death; 
And ſtill falſe-warbling in his cheated ear, 990 
Her ſyren voice, enchanting, draws him on 
To guileful ſhores, and mcads of fatal joy. 
E'en preſent, in the very lap of Love 
Inglorious laid, while muſic flows around, 
Perfumes, and oils, and wines, and wanton hours, 995 
Amid the roſes fierce Repentance rears 
Her ſnaky creft : a quick-returning pang 
Shoots thro' the conicious heart, where honour ſill, 
And great deſign, againſt the oppreſſive load 
Of luxury, by fits, impatient. heave. looo 
But abſent, what fantaſtic woes arous'd 
Rage in each thought, by reſtleſs muſing fed, 
Chill the warm cheek, and blaſt the bloom+of life! 
Neglected Fortune flies, and ſliding ſwift, 
Prone into ruin fall his ſcorn'd affairs. 1C0 
"Tis nought but gloom around; the darken'd fun 
Loſes his light; the roly-boſom'd Spring | 
To weeping Fancy pines ; and yon” bright arch, 
Contracted, bends into a duſky vault. 
All Nature fades extinct, and*ſhe alone 1010 
Heard, felt, and ſeen, poſſeſſes every thought, 
Fills every ſenſe, and pants in every vein. 
Books are hut formal dulneſs, tedious friends; 
And ſad amid the ſocial band he ſits, 
Lonely, and unattentive. From his tongue 1015 
Th' unfiniſh'd period falls; while borne away 
On ſwelling thought, his wafted ſpirit flies. 
To the vain boſom of his diſtant tair, 
And leaves the ſemblance of a lover fix'd 
In melancholy fite, with head declin'd, 1029 
And love-dejected eyes. Sudden he ſtarts, 
Shook from his tender trance, and reſtleſs runs 
To glimmering thailes and ſympathetic glooms, - 
Where the dun umbrage o'er the falling ſtream, 
Romantic, hangs, there thro” the penſive duſk 102; 
Strays, in heart thrilling meditation loſt ; 
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| SPRING, | 27. 
Indulging all to love; or on the bank | 
Thrown, amid drooping lilies, ſwells the breeze 
With fighs unceaſing, and the brook with tears. 
Thus in ſoft anguiſh he conſumes the day, 12038 
Nor quits his 775 retirement till the moon 
Peeps thro' the chambers of the fleeey eaſt, 
Enlightened by degrees, and in her train 
Leads on the gentle Hours; then forth he walks, 
Beneath the trembling languifh of her beam, 1035 
With ſoftened ſoul, and woos the bird of. eve 
To mingle woes with his; or, while the world, 
And all the ſons of Care, lie huſh'd in ſleep, 
Aſſociates with the midnight ſhadows drear, | 
And, ſighing to the lonely taper, pours 1040 
His idly-tortur'd heart into the page S 
Meant for the moving meſſenger of love, 

Where rapture burns on rapture, every line 
With riſing frenzy fir*d : but if on bed 
Delirions Kg; ſleep froſn his pillow flies: 1045 
All night he toſſes, nor the balmy power b 
In any poſture finds; till the prey Morn 
Lifts her pale luſtre on the paler wretch, * 
Exanimate by love; and then, perhaps, 
Exhauſted Nature finks a while to reſt, 1050 
Still interrupted by diſtracted dreams, 
That o'er the ſick imagination riſe, 
And in black colours paint the mimic ſcene. 
Oft' with th' enchantreſs of his ſoul he talks, 
Sometimes in crowds diftreſs'd ; or, if retir d 1055 
To ſecret winding- flower enwoven bowers, 
Far from the dull impertinence of Man, 
ſus as he, credulous, his endleſs cares 

ins to loſe in blind oblivious love, | 
Snatch'd from her yielding hand, he knows not how, 
Thro' foreſts huge, and long untravell'd heaths, 1061 
With deſolation brown, he wanders waſte, : 
In night and tempeſt wrapt, or ſhrinks, aghaſt, 
Back from the bending precipice, or wades 
The turbid ftream below, and ftrives to reach 1065 
The tarther ſhore, where, ſuccourleſs and fad, | 
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She with extended arms his aid implores, 

But ftrives in vain; borne by the outrageous 

To diſtance down, he rides the ridgy wave, 

Or whelm'd beneath the boiling eddy ſinks. 1070 
Theſe are the charming agonies of love, 

Whoſe miſery delights. But thro' the heart 

Should Jealouſy its venom once diffuſe, 

*Tis then delightful miſery no more, 

But agony unmix'd, inceſſant gall, 1075 

Corroding every thought, and blaſting all 

Love's paradiſe. ' Ye fairy Proſpects, then, 

Ye Beds of Roſes, and ye Bowers of Joy, 

Farewell! ye Gleamings of departed Peace, 

Shine out your laſt! the yellow-tinging plague 1080 

Internal viſion taints, and in a night | 

Of livid gloom imagination wraps. 

Ah, then! inſtead of love-enliven'd cheeks, 

Of ſunny features, and of ardent eyes, | 

With flowing rapture bright, dark looks ſucceed, 

Suffus'd, fn. glaring with untender fire; 1085 

A clouded aſpect, and a burning cheek, 

Where the whole poiſon'd ſoul malignant fits, 

And frightens Love away. Ten thouſand fears 

Invented wild, ten thouſand frantic views 1090 

Of horrid rivals, hanging on the charms 

For which he melts in fondneſs, eat him up 

With fervent anguiſh and conſuming rage. 

In vain reproaches lend their idle nid, 

Deceitful pride, and reſolution frail, 1095 

Giving falſe peace a moment. Fancy pours 

Afreſh her beauties on his buſy thought, 

Her firſt endearments twining round the ſoul, 

With all the witchcraft of enſnaring love. 1099 

Straight the fierce ſtorin involyes his mind anew, 

Flames thro? the nerves, and boils along the veins, 

While anxious doubt diſtracts the tortur'd heart; 

For e' en the ſad aſſurance of his tears 

Were eaſe to what he feels, Thus the warm youth, 

Whom Love deludes into his thorny wilds 110g 

Thro' flowery tempting paths, or leads a life : 
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Of fever'd rapture or of eruel care, 
His brighteſt aims extinguiſh'd all, and all 
His lively moments running down to waſte. 

But happy they! the happieſt of their kind! 1110 
Whom gentler ſtars unite, and in one fate 
Their hearts, their fortunes, and their beings blend. 
Tis not the coarſer tie of human Jaws, X 
Unnatural oft, and foreign to the mind, 
That binds their peace, but harmony itſelf, 1115 
Attuning all their paſſions into love, 
Where Friendſhip full exerts her ſofteſt power, 
Perfect eſteem, enlivened by defire | 
Ineffable ; and ſympathy of ſoul ; 
Thought meeting thought, and will preventing will, 
With boundleſs confidence; for nought but love 1121 
Can anſwer love, and render bliſs ſecure. 
Let him, ungenerous, who, alone intent 
To bleſs himfelf, from ſordid parents buys 
The loathing virgin, in eternal care, 1125 
Well-merited, conſume his nights and days; 
Let barbarous nations, whoſe inhuman love 
Is wild deſire, fierce as the ſuns they feel; 
Let eaſtern tyrants from the light of heaven 
Seclude their bolom-ſlaves, meanly poſſeſs'd 1130 
Of a mere lifeleſs, violated form, | 
While thoſe whom love cements in holy faith 
And equal tranſport, free as Nature live, 
Diſdaining fear. What is the world to them, 
Its pomp, its pleaſure, and its nonſenſe all! 1135 
Who in each other claſp whatever fair 
High fancy forms, and lavith hearts can wiſh ? 
Something than beauty dearer, ſhould they look 
Or on the mind or mind-illumin'd face; 
Truth, goodneſs, honour, harmony, and love, 1140 
The richeſt bounty of indulgent Heaven. 
Mean time, a {miling offspring riſes round, 
And mingles both their graces. By degrees 
The human bloſſom blows, and every day, 
Soft as it rolls along, ſhews ſome-new charm, 1145 
The father's luſtre, ard the mother's bloom, 
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Then infant Reaſon grows apace, and calls 
For the kind hand of an aſſiduous care. 
Delightful taſk l to rear the tender thought, 
To teach the young idea how to ſhoot, 1150 
To pour the freſh inſtruction o'er the mind, 
To breathe th' enliv'ning ſpirit, and to fix 
The generous purpoſe in the glowing breaſt. 
Oh ſpeak the joy! ye whom the ſudden tear 
Surpriſes often, while you look around, 1 
And nothing ſtrikes your eye but ſights of bliſs, 
All-various Nature preſſing on the heart ; 
An elegant ſufficiency, content, 
Retirement, rural quiet, friendſhip, books, 
Eaſe and alternate labour, uſeful life, 1160 
Progreſſive virtue, and approving Heaven. 
Theſe are the matchlels joys of virtuous love, 
And thus their moments fly. The Seaſons thus, 
As ceaſeleſs round a jarring world they roll, 
Still find them happy, and conſenting Spring 1165 
Sheds her own roſy garland on their heads; 
Till evening comes at laſt, ſerene and mild, 
When, after the long vernal day of life, 
Enamour'd more, as more remembrance ſwells 
With many a proof of recollected love, 1170 
Together down they ſink in ſocial ſleep ; 
Together freed, their gentle ſpirits fly 
To ſcenes where love and bliſs immortal reign. 
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Summer. 


The Argument. y 


The ſubject propoſed, Invocation. Addreſs to Mr. Doddington. An Intro. 
du ctory reflection on the motion of the heavenly bodies; whence the ſucceſſion 
of the ſeaſons. As the tace of Nature in this ſeaton is almoſt uniform, the 
progreſs of the poem is a deſcription of a ſummer's day. The dawn. Sun-rifings 
Hymn to the fun. Forenoon. Summer infects deſcribed. Hay-making. Sheep- 
Mearing. Noon-day. A woodland retreat. Groupe of herds and flocks, A 
ſolemn grove; how it affects a contemplative mind. A cataract, and rude 
ſcene. View of Summer in the torrid zone. Storm of thunder and lightning. A 
tale. The ſtorm over, a ſerene afternoon. Bathing. Hour of walking. Tranfition 
to the proſpect of a rich well-cultivated country, which introduces a panegyric 
on Great Britain, Sun-ſet. Evening. Night. Summer meteors. A comet. The 
whole conciuding with the praiſe of philoſophy. 


PROM bright*ning fields of æther fair diſclos'd, 
Child of the Sun, refulgent Summer comes, 

In pride of youth, and felt through Nature's depth: 

He comes attended by the ſultry bours, 

And ever-fanning breezes, on his way; 5 

While from his ardent look the turning Spring 

Averts her bluſhful face; and earth, and ſkies, 

All-ſmiling, to his hot dominion leaves. 

Hence, Fo me haſte into the mid-wood ſhade, 
Where ſcarce a ſun-beam wanders through the gloom, 
And on the dark-green graſs, beſide the brink _ 1s 
Of haunted ftream, that by the roots of oak 
Rolls o'er the rocky channel, lie at large, 

And fing the glories of the circling year. 

Come, Inſpiration! from thy hermit ſeat, 15 

By mortals ſeldom tound : may Fancy dare, 

From thy tix'd ſerious eye, and raptur'd glance 

Shot on ſurrounding Heaven, to ſteal one look. 

Creative of the Poet, every power 

Exalting to an ecſtacy of foul. 20 
{.nd thou, my youthful Muſe's early friend, 

In whom the human graces all unite z 

Pure light of mind, and tenderneſs of heart; 

Genius and wiſdom; the gay ſocial ſenſe, 


By decency chaſtis'd ; goodnels and wit, 25 
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In ſeldom-meeting harmony combin'd ; 

Unblemiſh'd honour, and an active zeal 
For Britain's glory, Liberty, and Man ; 
O, Doddingron ! attend my rural ſong, 
Stoop to my theme, inſpirit every line, 30 
And teach me to deſerve thy juſt applauſe. 

With what an awful world-revolving power 
Were firſt th' unwieldy planets launch'd along 
Th' illimitable void! Thus to remain, | 
Amid the flux of many thouſand years, 7 
That oft has ſwept the toiling race of men, 
And all their labour'd monuments, away. 
Firm, unremitting, matchleſs, in their courſe 
To the kind-temper'd change of night and day, 
And of the ſeaſons ever ſtealing round, . 40 
Minutely faithful: Such th' all- perfect Hand! 
That pois'd, impels, and rules the ſteady whole. 

When now no more th' alternate Twins are fir'd, 
And Cancer reddens with the ſolar blaze, 
Short is the doubtful empire of the night; 45 
And ſoon, obſervant of approaching day, | 
The meek-ey*'d Morn appears, mother of dews, 
At firſt faint-gleaming in the dappled eaſt: 
Till far o'er æther ſpreads the widening glow z 
And, from before the luſtre of her face _ 50 
White break the clouds away. With quicken'd ſtep, 
Brown Night retires: Voung Day pours in apace, 
And opens all the lawny proſpect wide. 
The dripping rock, the mountain's miſty top, 
Swell on the fight, and. brighten with the dawn. 55 
Blue, through the duſk, the {moking currents ſhine 3 
And from the bladed field the fearful hare 
Limps aukward : while along the foreſt glade 
The wild deer trip, and often, turning, gaze 
At early paſſenger. Muſic awakes 60 
The native voice of undiſſembled joy; 
And thick around the woodland hymns ariſe, 
Rous'd by the cock, the ſoon-clad ſhepherd leaves 
His moſſy cottage, where with Peace he dwells ; 
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And from the crowded fold, in order, drives 65 
His flock, to taſte the verdure of the morn. 
Falſely luxurious, will not Man awake; 
And, ſpringing from the bed of ſloth, enjoy 
The cool, the fragrant, and the filent hour, 
To meditation due and ſacred ſong ? 70 
For is there aught in ſleep can charm the wiſc ? 
To lie in dead oblivion, loſing half 
The fleeting moments of too thort a life; 
Total extinction of th* enlighten'd ſoul ! 
Or elſe to feveriſh vanity alive, 75 
Wilder'd, and toſſing through diſtemper'd dreams? 
Who would in ſuch a gloomy ſtate remain 
Longer than Nature craves ; when every Muſe 
And every blooming pleaſure wait without, 
To bleſs the wildly devious morning walk? 80 
But yonder comes the powerful King of Day, 
Rejoicing in the eaſt. The leſſening cloud, 
The kindling azure, and the mountain's brow 
Illum'd with fluid gold, his near approach | 
Betoken glad. Lo, now, apparent all, .1.; 48s 
Aſlant the dew-bright earth, and colour'd air, 
He looks in boundleſs majeſty abroad, 
And ſheds the ſhining day, that burniſh'd plays 
On rocks, and hills, and towers, and wandering ſtreams, 
High-gleaming from afar. Prime cheerer, Light! go 
Ot all material beings firſt, and beſt! | 
Effiux divine! Nature's reſplendent robe 
Without whoſe veſting beauty all were wrapt 
In uneſſential gloom ; and thou, O Sun 
Soul of ſurrounding worlds! in whom belt ſeen 95 
Shines out thy Maker! may I ſing of thee ? | 
"Tis by thy ſecret, ſtrong, attractive force, 
As with a chain indifloluble bound, f 
Thy ſyſtem rolls entire; from the far bourne 
Of utmoſt Saturn, wheeling wide his round 100 
Of thirty years, to Mercury, whoſe diſk 
Can ſcarce be caught by philoſophic eye, 
Loſt in the near once of thy blaze, 
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Informer of the planetary train! 
Without whoſequick*ning glance their cumbrous orbs 
Were brute unlovely mals, inert and dead, 106 
And not, as now, the green abodes of life! 
How many forms of being wait on thee ! 
Inhaling ſpirit ! from the unfetter'd mind, 
By thee ſublim'd, down to the daily race, 110 
The mixing myriads of thy ſetting beam. 

The vegetable world is alſo thine, 
Parent of Seaſons! who the pomp precede 
That waits thy throne, as through thy vaſt domain, 
Annual, along the bright ecliptic road, 115 
In world - rejoĩcing ſtate, it moves ſublime. 
Mean- time th” expecting nations, circled gay 
With all the various tribes of foodtul earth, 
Implore thy bounty, or ſend gratefu] up 
A common hymn ; while, round thy beaming car, 120 
High- ſeen, the Seaſons lead, in ſprightly dance 
Harmonious knit, the roſy-finger'd Hours, 
The Zephyrs floating loole, the timely Rains 
Of bloom ethereal, the light-footed Dews, 
And, ſoften'd into joy, the ſurly Storms. 125 
Theſe, in ſucceſſivè turn, with laviſh hand, 
Shower every beauty, every fragrance ſhower, 
Herbs, flowers, and fruits; till, kindling at thy touch, 
From land to land is fluſh'd the vernal year. 

Nor to the ſurface of enliven'd earth, 130 
Graceful with hills, and dales, and leafy woods, 
Her liberal treſſes, is they force confin'd; 

But to the bowel'd cavern darting deep, 

The mineral kinds confeſs thy mighty power. 
Effulgent hence the veiny marble ſhines ; 135 
Hence Labour draws his tools; hence burniſh'd War 
Gleams on the day; the noble works of Peace 

Hence bleſs mankind, and generous Commerce binds 
The round of nations in a golden chain, 


Th' unfruitful rock itſelf, impregn'd by thee, 140 


In dark retirement forms the Jucid ſtone. 
The lively diamond drinks thy pureſt rays, | 
Collected light, compact; that, poliſh'd bright, 
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And all its native luſtre let abroad, 
Dares, as it ſparkles on the fair one's breaſt, 145 
With vain ambition emulate her eyes. 
At thee the ruby lights it's deep'ning glow, 
And with a waving radiance inward flames. 
From thee the ſapphire, ſolid æther, takes 
Its hue cerulean ; and, of evening tin, 150 
The purple ſtreaming amethiſt is thine. 
With thy own ſmile the yellow topaz burns: 
Nor deeper verdure dyes the robe of Spring, 
When 1 ſhe gives it to the ſouthern gale, 155 
Than the green em'rald ſhows. But, all combin'd, 
Thick through the whitening opal play thy beams; 
Or, flying ſeveral from its ſurface, form 
A trembling variance of revolving hues, 
As the ſite varies in the gazer's hand, 
The very dead creation, from thy touch, 160 
Aſſumes a mimic life. By thee refin'd, 
In brighter mazes the relucent ſtream 
Plays o'er the mead. The precipice abrupt, 
Projecting horror on the blacken'd flood, 
Softens at thy return. The deſart joys 165 
Wildly through all his melancholy bounds. 
Rude ruins glitter; and the briny deep, 
Seen from ſome pointed promontory's top, 
Far to the blue horizon's utmoſt verge, 
Reſtleſs, reflects a floating gleam. But this, 170 
And all the much-tranſported Muſe can ſing, 
Are to thy beauty, dignity, and uſe, 
Unequal far; great delegated ſource 
Of light, and life, and grace, and joy below! 
How ſhall I then attempt to ſing of Him! 175 
Who, Light Himſelf, in uncreated light 
Inveſted deep, dwells awfully retir'd 
From mortal eye, or angel's purer ken 
Whoſe ſingle ſmile has, from the firſt of time, 
Fill'd, overflowing, all thoſe lamps of Heaven, 180 
That beam for ever through the boundlels {ky :; 
But, ſhould he hide his face, th' aſtoniſh'd ſun, 
4 | 
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6 
Pet all the extinguiſh'd ſtars, would looſening reel 


Wide from their ſpheres, and Chaos come again. 
And yet, was RANT tongue of Man, 18g 

Almighty Father! filent in thy praiſe, 

Thy works themſelves would raiſe a general voice, 

E'n in the depth of ſolitary woods 5 

By human foot untrod; proclaim thy power, 

And to the quire celeſtial Thee reſound, 190 

Th' eternal cauſe, ſupport, and end of all! | 
To me be Nature's volume broad diſplay'd; 

And to peruſe its all inſtructing page, 


Or, haply catching inſpiration thence, 


Some eaſy paſſage, raptur'd, to tranſlate, 195 
My ſole delight; as through the falling glooms 
Penſive I ftray, or with the riſing dawn 
On Fancy's eagle wing excurſive ſoar, 

Now, flaming up the heavens, the potent ſun 


| Melts into limpid air the high-rais'd clouds, 200 
And morning fogs, that hover'd round the hills 


In party-colour'd bands, till wide unveil'd 


The face cf Nature ſhines, from where earth ſeems, 


Far ſtretch'd around, to meet the bending ſphere. 
Half in a bluſh of cluſtering roſes loſt, 205 

Dew-dropping Coolneſs to the ſhade retires ; 

There, on the werdant turf, or flowery bed, 


By gelid founts and careleſs rills to muſe ; 


While tyrant Heat, diſpreading through the ſky, 
With rapid ſway, his burning influence darts 210 
On man, and beaſt, and herb, and tepid ſtream. 
Who can unpitying ſee the flowery race, - 
Shed by the morn, their ne- fluſſ' d bloom reſign, 
Before the parching beam? 80 fade the fair, 
When fevers revel through their azure veins. 215 
But one, the lofty follower of the ſun, 
Sad when he ſets, ſhuts up her yellow leaves, 
Drooping all night; and, when he warm returns, 
Points her enamour'd boſom to his ray. 220 
Home, from his morning taſk, the ſwain retreats; 
His flock before him ſtepping to the fold : 
While the tull-udder'd mother lows around 
| I 
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The chearful cottage, then expecting food, 
'The food of innocence and health ? 'The daw, 
The rook, and magpie, to the grey-grown oaks, 225 
That the calm village in their verdant arms 
Sheltering embrace, direct their lazy flight; . 
Where on the mingling boughs they fit embower'd 
All the hot noon, till cooler hours ariſe. PRES: 
Faint, underneath, the houſhold fowls convene; 230 
And, in a corner of the buzzing ſhade, | 
The houſe-dog, with the vacant greyhound, Hes, 
Out- ſtretch'd and ſleepy. In his ſlumbers one 
Attacks the nightly thief, and one exults 
O'er hill and dale; till, waken'd by the waſp, 235 
They ſtarting ſnap, Nor ſhall the Muſe diſdain 
To let the little noiſy ſummer-race 
Live in her lay, and flutter through her ſong: 
Not mean, though ſimple ; to the fun ally'd, 
From him they draw th 

Wak'd by his warmer ray, the reptile young 
Come wing'd abroad; by the light air upbern, 
Lighter, and full of ſoul. From every chink 
And ſecret corner, where they ſlept away 
The wint'ry ſtorms, or riſing from their tombs 245 
To higher life, by myriads, forth at once, | 
Swarming they pour; of all the vary*d hues 
Their' beauty-beaming parent can diſcloſe. 
Ten thouſand forms! ten thoufand different tribes ! 
People the blaze. To ſunny waters ſome 250 
By fatal inſtinct fly; where on the pool | 
They, ſportive, wheel; or, failing down the ſtream, 
Are ſnatch'd immediate by the quick-ey'd trout, 
Or darting ſalmon. Through the green-wood glade 
Some love to ſtray ; there lodg'd, amus'd and fed, 255 
In the freſh leaf, Luxurious, others make 
The meads their choice, and viſit every flower, 
And every latent herb: for the ſweet taſk, 
To propagate their kinds, and where to wrap, 
In what ſoft beds, their young, yet undiſclos'd, 269 
Employs their tender care. Some to the houſe, 
The fold, and dairy, hungry, bend their flight 


cir animating fire. 240 
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Sip round the pail, or taſte the curdling cheeſe: 

Oft, inadvertent, from the milky ſtream 

They meet their fate; or, weltering in the bowl, 265 

With pow'rleſs wings around them wrapt, expire. 
But chief to heedleſs flies the window proves 

A conſtant death; where, gloomily retir'd, 

The villain ſpider lives, cunning and fierce, 

Mixture abhorr d! Amid a mangled heap 270 

Of carcaſes, in eager watch he ſits, 

O'erlooking all his waving ſnares around. 

Near the dire cell the dreadleſs wanderer oft 

Paſſes; as oft the ruffian ſhows his front: 

The prey ar laſt enſnar'd, he dreadful darts, 275 

With rapid glide, along the leaning line 

And, fixing in the wretch his cruel fangs, 

Strikes backward, grimly pleas'd: the fluttering wing 

And ſhriller ſound declare extreme diſtreſs, 

And alk the helping hoſpitable hand. 280 
Reſounds the living ſurface of the ground: 

Nor undelightful is the ceaſeleſs hum, i 

To him who muſes through the woods at noon; 

Or drowſy ſhepherd, as he lies reclin'd, 

With half-ſhut eyes, beneath the floating ſhade 285 

Of willows grey, cloſe crowding o'er the brook. - 
Gradual, from thele what numerous kinds deſcend, 

Evading e' en the microlcopic eye | | 

Full Nature ſwarms with life; one wondrous maſs 

Of animals, or atoms organiz'd, 290 

Waiting the vital Breath, when Parent - Heaven 

Shall bid his ſpirit blow. The hoary fen, 

In putrid ſtreams, emits the living cloud 

Of peſtilence. Through ſubterranean cells, 

Where ſearching ſun- beams ſcarce can find a way, 295 

Earth animated heaves. The flowery leaf 

Wants not its {oft inhabitants. Secure 

Within its winding citadel, the ſtone 

Holds multitudes. But chief the foreſt-boughs, 

That dance unnumber'd to the playful breeze, 300 

The downy orchard, and the melting pulp 

Of mellow fruit, the nameleſs nations feed 
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Of evaneſcent inſets. Where the pool 
Stands mantled o'er with green, inviſible, | 
Amid the floating verdure millions ftray. 305 
Each liquid too, whether it pierces, ſooths, 
Inflames, refreſhes, or exalts the taſte, 
With various forms abounds. Nor is the ſtream 
Of pureſt cryſtal, nor the Jucid air, | 
Though one tranſparent vacancy it ſeems, 310 
Void of their unſeen people. Theſe, conceal'd 
By the kind art of forming Heaven, eſcape 
The groſſer eye of Man: for, if the 9 
In worlds inclos'd ſhould on his ſenſes burſt, 
From cates ambroſial, and the nectar'd bowl, 315 
He would abhorrent turn; and in dead night, 
When ſilence ſleeps o'er all, be ſtunn'd with noiſe. 

Let no preſuming impious railer tax 
Creative Wiſdom, as if aught was form'd 
In vain, or not for admirable ends. 320 
Shall little haughty ignorance pronounce 
His works unwiſe, of which the ſmalleſt part 
Exceeds the narrow viſion of her mind ? 
As if upon a full- proportion'd dome, 
On (ſwelling columns — the pride of art! 325 
A critic- fly, whoſe feeble ray ſcarce ſpreads 
An inch around, with blind preſumption bold, 
Should dare to tax the ſtructure of the whole. 
And lives the man, whoſe univerſal eye 329 
Has ſwept at once th* unbounded ſcheme of things, 
Mark'd their dependence ſo, and firm accord, 
As with unfaultering accent to conclude 
That this availeth nought ? Has any ſeen 
The mighty chain of beings leſſening down 
From Infinite Perfection to the brink 335 
Of dreary nothing, deſolate abyſs ! 
From which aftoniſh'd thought, recoiling, turns? 
Till then alone let zealous praiſe aſcend, 
And hymns of holy wonder, to that Power 
Whoſe wiſdom ſhines as lovely on our minds, 340 
As on our ſmiling eyes his ſervant ſun, 
E 2 
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Thick in yon ſtream of light, a thouſand ways, 

Upward and downward, thwarting and convolvd, 

T be quivering nations ſport; till, tempeſt-wing'd, 

Fierce Winter ſweeps them from the face of day. 345 

E'en fo luxurious men, unheeding, paſs _ | 

An idle ſummer life in fortune's hire, 

A ſeaſon's glitter! Thus they flutter on 

From toy to toy, from vanity to vice; _ | 

Till, blown away by death, oblivion comes 350 

Behind, and ſtrikes them from the book of life. | 
Now ſwarms the village o'er the jovial mead : 

The ruſtic youth, brown with meridian toil, 

Healthful and ſtrong ; full as the ſummer roſe, 

Blown by prevailing ſuns, the ruddy maid, 355 

Half. naked, ſwelling on the fight, and all 

Her kindled graces burning o'er her cheek. 

E'en ſtooping age is here: and infant hands 

Trail the leng rake, or, with the fragrant load 

O'ercharg'd, amid the kind oppreſſion roll. 360 

Wide flies the tedded grain; all in a row 

Advancing abroad, or wheeling round the field, 

They ſpread their breathing harveſt to the ſun, 

That throws retreſhful round a rural ſmell i a 

Or, as they rake the green · appearing ground, 365 

And drive de duſky 5 — —— 

The ruſſet hay cock riſes thick behind, 

In order gay. While, heard from dale to dale, 


Waking the breeze, reſounds the blended voice 


Of happy labour, love, and ſocial glee. 370 
Or ruſhing thence, in one diffuſive band, 

They drive the troubled flocks, by many a dog 

Compell'd, to where the mazy- running brook 

Forms a deep pool; this bank abrupt and high, 

And that fair ſpreading in a pebbled ſhore. 375 

Urg'd to the giddy brink, much is the toil, 

The clamour much, of men, and boys, and dogs, 

Ere the ſoft fearful people to the flood 

Commit their woolly ſides. And oft the ſwain, 

On ſome impatient ſeizing, hurls them in: 380 

Embolden'd then, nor heſitating more, 
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| SUMMER. 41 
Faſt, faſt, they plunge amid the flaſhing wave, 
And panting labour to the fartheſt ſhore, _ 
Repeated this, till the deep well-waſh'd fleece 
Has drunk the flood, and from his lively haunt 38 5 
The trout is baniſh'd by the ſordid ſtream; \ 
Heavy, and dripping, to the breezy brow 


Slow move the harmleſs race; where, as they ſpread 
Their ſwelling treaſures to the ſunny ray, 


Inly diſturb'd, and wondering what this wild 390 
Outrageous tumult means, their loud complaints 
The country fill; and, toſs'd from rock to rock, 
Inceſſant bleatings run aroung the hills. 

At laſt, of ſnowy white, the gather'd flocks 


Are in the wattled pen innumerous preſs d, 395 


Head above head: and, rang'd in luſty rows, 

The ſhepherds fit, and whet the ſounding ſhears. 
The houſewife waits to roll her fleecy ſtores, 
With all her gay dreſt maids attending round. 
One, chief in gracious dignity enthron'd, 400 
Shines o'er the reſt, the paſtoral queen, and rays 

Her ſmiles, ſweet- beaming, on her ſhepherd-king ; 
While the glad circle round them yield their ſouls 
To feſtive mirth, and wit that knows no gall. 
Meantime, their joyous taſk goes on apace: 405 
Some mingling ſtir the melted tar; and ſome, 

Deep on the new- ſhorn vagrant's heaving fide, 

To ſtamp his maſter's cypher ready ſtand ; 

Others,th' unwilling wether drag along | 
And, glorying in his might, the ſturdy boy 410 


Holds by the twiſted horns th' indiguant ram. 


Behold where bound, and of its robes bereft, 

By needy man, that all-depending lord, 

How meek, how patient, the mild creature lies! 
What ſoftneſs in its melancholy face, 415 


What dumb complaining innocence appears! 


Fear not, ye gentle tribes, tis not the knife 

Of horrid ſlaughter that is o'er you wav d; 

No, tis the tender ſwain's well guided ſhears, 

Who having now, to pay his annual care, 420 
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Borrow'd your fleece, to you a cumbrous load, 
Will ſend you bounding to your hills again. 
A ſimple ſcene! yet hence Britannia ſees 
Her ſolid grandeur rife : hence ſhe commands 
Th' exalted ſtores of every brighter clime, 425 
The treaſures of the ſun without his rage: 
Hence, fervent all, with culture, toil, and arts, 
Wide glows her land: her dreadfu} thunder hence 
Rides o'er the waves ſublime, and now, e'en now, 
Impending hangs o'er Gallia's humbled coaſt; 430 
Hence rules the circling deep, and awes the world. 
"Tis raging noon; and, vertical, the ſun 
Darts on the head direct his forceful rays. 
O'er heaven and earth, far as the ranging eye 
Can ſweep, a dazzling deluge reigns; and all 435 
From pole to pole is undiſtinguiſh'd blaze. 
In vain the fight, deje&ed, to the ground, 
Stoops for relief ; thence hot-aſcending fteams, 
And keen reflection pain. Deep to the root 
Of vegetation parch'd, the cleaving fields 440 
And ſlippery lawn an arid hue diſcloſe, | 
Blaſt Fancy's bloom, and wither e'en the ſoul. 
Echo no more returns the chearful ſound 
Of ſharpening ſcythe: the mower ſinking, heaps 
O'er him the humid hay, with flowers perfum'd; 445 
And ſcarce a chirping graſs-hopper is heard 
Through the dumb mead. Diſtreſsful nature pants. 
The very ſtreams look languid from afa:;; 
Or, through th' unſhelter'd glade, impatient ſeem 
To hurl into the covert of the grove. 450 
All-conquering Heat, oh, intermit thy wrath! _ 
And on my throbbing temples potent thus 
Beam not ſo fierce! Inceſſant ſtill you flow, 
And ſtill another fervent flood fucceeds, 
Pour'd on the head profuſe. In vain I ſigh, 455 
And reſtleſs turn, and look around for night; 
Night is far off, and hotter hours approach. 
Thrice happy he! who on the ſunleſs fide 
Of a romantic mountain, foreft-crown'd, 


Beneath the whole collected ſhade reclines: 450 
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Or in the gelid caverns, woodbine-wrought, - 
And freſh bedew'd with ever-ſpouting ſtreams, 
Sits coolly calm; while all the world without, 
Unſatisfi'd and ſick, toſſes in noon : 
Emblem inſtructive of the virtuous man, 465 
Who keeps his temper'd mind ſerene and pure, 
And every paſſion aptly harmoniz'd, 

Amid a jarring world with vice inflam'd. _ 
Welcome, ye ſhades| ye bowery thickets, hail ! 
Ye lofty pines! ye venerable oaks! 470 

Ye aſhes wild, reſounding o'er the ſteep ! 

Delicious is your ſhelter to the ſoul, 

As to the hunted hart the ſallying ſpring, 

Or ſtream full-flowing, that his ſwelling ſides 

Laves, as he floats along the herbag'd brink. 475 

Cool, through the nerves, your pleaſing comfort glides; 

The heart beats glad; the freſſi- expanded eye 

And ear reſume their watch; the finews knit; 

And life ſhoots ſwift through all the lighten'd limbs. 
Around th' adjoining brook, that purls along 480 

The vocal grove, now fretting o'er a rock, 

Now ſcarcely moving through a reedy pool, 

Now ſtarting to a ſudden ſtream, and now 

2 diffus'd into a limpid plain, | | 
various groupe the herds and flocks compoſe ; 485 

Rural — on the graſſy bank | 

Some ruminating lie; while others ſtand 

Half in the flood, and, often bending, fip 

The circling ſurface. In the middle droops 

The ſtrong laborious ox, of honeſt front, 490 

Which incompos'd he ſhakes; and from his ſides 

The troublous inſects laſhes with his tail, 

Returning ſtill, Amid his ſubjects ſafe, 

Slumbers the monarch- ſwain; his careleſs arm 

Thrown round his head, on downy moſs ſuſtain'd; 49 5 

Here laid his ſcrip, with wholeſome viands fill'd; 

There, liſtening every noiſe, his watchful dog. 
Light fly his ſlumbers, it perchance a flight 

Of angry gad- flies faſten on the herd; / 

That ſtartling (ſcatters from the ſhallow brook, 500 
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In ſearch of laviſh ſtream. Toſſing the foam, 
They ſcorn the keeper's voice, and ſcour the plain, 
Through all the bright ſeverity of noon; 
While, from their labouring breaſts, a hollow moan 
Proceeding, runs low-beilowing round the hills. $05 
Oft in this ſeaſon too the horſe, provok'd, 
While his big ſine vs full of fpirits ſwell, 
Trembling with vigour, in the heat of blood, 
Springs the high fence; and, o'er the field effus'd, 
Darts on the gloomy flood, with ſtedfaſt eye, 510 
And heart eſtrang'd to fear: his nervous cheſt, 
Luxuriant and erect, the ſeat of ftrength ! 
Bears down th oppoſing ſtream : quenchleſs his thirſt; 
He takes the river at redoubled draughts; 
And with wide noſtrils, ſnorting, ſkims the wave. 51 5 
Stiil let me pierce into the midnight depth 
Of yonder grove, of wildeſt, largeſt growth, 
That, forming high in air a woodland quire, 
Nods o er the mount beneath. At every ſtep, 
Solemn and flow, the ſhadows blacker fall, 520 
And all is awful liſtening gloom around. 
Theſe are the haunts oi Meditation, theſe 
The ſcenes where ancient bards th” inſpiring breath, 
Extatic, felt; and, from this world retir'd, 
Convers'd with angels and immortal forms, 52 5 
On gracious errands bent; to fave the fall 
Of virtue ſtruggling on the brink of vice; 
In waking whitpers, and repeated dreams, 
To hint pure thought, and warn the favour'd ſoul 
For future trials fated to prepare; 530 
To prompt the poet, who devoted gives | 
His Muſe to better themes; to ſoothe the pangs 
Of dying worth, and from the patriot's breaſt 
(Backward to mingle ; in deteſted war, 
But foremoſt when engag'd) to turn the death ; 535 
And numberleſs ſuch offices of love 
Daily, and nightly, zealous to perform. 
Shook ſudden from the bolom of the ſky, 
A thouſand ſhapes'or glide athwart the dutk, 
Or ſtalk majeſtic on. Deep-rous'd, I feel 540 
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A facred terror, a ſevere delight, | 

Creep through my mortal frame; and thus, methinks, 

A voice, than human more, th' abſtracted ear 

Of fancy ſtrikes. Be not of us afraid, we! 

« Poor kindred man! thy fellow. creatures, we 544 

« From the ſame Parent-Power our beings drew; 

«© The fame our Lord, and laws, and great purſuit. 

«© Once ſome of us, like thee, through ſtormy life, 

«© Toil'd, tempeft-beaten, ere we could attain 

« This holy calm, this harmony of mind, 550 

«© Where purity and peace immingle charms. 45 

«© Then fear not us; but with reſponſive ſong, 

« Amid theſe dim receſſes, undiſturb'd 

«© By noiſy folly and diſcordant vice, 

« Of Nature ſing with us, and Nature's God. $55 

« Here frequent, at the viſionary hour, 

When muſing midnight reigns or ſilent noon, 

« Angelic harps are in full concert heard, | 

& And voices chaunting from the wood-crown'd hill, 

© The deepening dale, or inmoſt ſylvan gladez 360 

% A privilege beſtow'd by us, alone, | 

«© On Contemplation, or the hallow'd ear 

«© Of Poet, ſwelling to ſeraphic ftrain.”” | 
And art thou, “ Stanley, of that ſacred band? _ 

Alas, for us too ſoon! though rais'd above 56s 

The reach of human pain, above the flight 

Of human joy; yet, with a mingled ray 

Of ſadly-pleas'd remembrance, mult thou feel 

A. mother's love, a mother's tender woe 

Who ſeeks thee ſtill in many a former ſcene; 570 

Seeks thy fair form, thy lovely beaming eyes, 

Thy pleaſing converſe, by gay lively ſenſe 

Inſpir'd; where moral wiſdom mildly ſhone 

Without the toil of art; and virtue glow'd, 

In all her ſmiles, without forbidding pride. 375 

But, O, thou beſt of parents! wipe thy tears; 

Or rather to parental Nature pay 

The tears of grateful joy, who for a while 


# A young lady, well known to the author, who died at the age of eighteen, 
| in the year 1738. 


Lent thee this younger ſeif, this opening bloom 


Of thy enlighten'd mind and gentle worth. 580 
Believe the Muſe ; the wint*ry blaſt of death 
Kills not the buds of virtue; no, they ſpread, 


Beneath the heavenly beams of brighter ſuns, 


Through endleſs ages, into higher powers. 
Thus up the mount, in aery viſion rapt, 385 
I tray, regardleſs whither ; till the ſound | 
Of a near fall of water every ſenſe 19:4 
Wakes from the charm of thought z ſwift-ſhrinking 
I check my ſteps, and view the broken ſcene. ¶ back, 
Smooth to the ſhelving brink a copious flood 390 
Rolls fair and placid ; where collected all, 
In one impetuous torrent, down the ſteep 


It thundering ſhoots, and ſhakes the country round. 


At firſt, an azure ſheet, it ruſhes broad ; 

Then whitening by degrees, as prone it falls, 395 

And from the loud- reſounding rocks below 

Daſh'd in a cloud of foam, it ſends aloft 

A hoary miſt, and forms a ceaſeleſs ſhower. 

Nor can the tortur'd wave here find repoſe ; 

But, raging ſtill amid the ſhaggy rocks, 600 

Now flaſhes o'er the ſcatter'd fragments, now 

Aſlant the hollow channel rapid darts; 

And, falling faſt from gradual ſlope to flope, 

With wild infracted courſe, and lefſen'd roar, 

It gains a ſafer bed, and ſteals, at laſt, 605 

Along the mazes of the quiet vale. | | 
Invited from the cliff, to whoſe dark brow 

He clings, the ſteep-aſcending eagle ſoars 

With upward pinions through the flood of day ; 

And, giving full his boſom to the blaze, 610 

Gains on the ſun; while all the tuneful race, 

Smit by afflictive noon, diſorder'd droop, 


Deep in the thicket ; or, from bower to bower 


Reſponſive, force an interrupted ſtrain. 
The ſtock-dove only throvgh the foreſt coos, 615 
Mournfully hoarſe ; oft ceaſing from his plaint, 
Short interval of weary woe! again 

The {ad idea of his murder'd mate, 
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Struck from his ſide by ſavage fowler's guile, 
Acroſs his fancy comes; and then reſounds 620 
A louder ſong of ſorrow through the grove. 

Beſide the dewy border let me fit, 

All in the freſhneſs of the humid air; | 
There in that hollowed rock, groteſque and wild, 
An ample chair, moſs-lin'd, and over head 625 
By flowering umbrage ſhaded ; where the bee 

Strays diligent, and with th' extracted balm 

Of fragrant woodbine loads his little thigh, 

Now, while I taſte the ſweetnels of the ſhade, | 
While Nature lies around deep- lull'd in Noon, 630 
Now come, bold Fancy, ſpread a daring flight, 

And view the wonders of the torrid Zone: 
Climes unrelenting ! with whoſe rage compar'd, 
Yon blaze is feeble, and yon ſkies are cool. | 

See how at once the bright effulgent ſun, 635 
Riſing direct, ſwift chaces from the ſky 
The ſhort- liv'd twilight, and with ardent blaze 
Looks gayly fierce through all the dazzling air: 

He mounts his throne z but kind before him ſends, 
Iſſuing from out the portals. of the morn, 640 
The * general Breeze, to mitigate his fire, , 
And breathe refreſhments on a fainting world. T 
Great are the ſcenes, with dreadiub beauty crown'd 
And barbarous wealth, that ſee each circiing year, 
Returning ſuns and + double ſeaſons paſs; 645 
Rocks rich in gems, and mountains big with mines, 


That on the high equator ridgy rile, 


Whence many a burſting ſtream auriferous plays; 
Majeſtic woods, of every vigorous green, 
Stage above ſtage, high waving o'er the hills 650 
Or to the far horizon wide ditius'd, + | 
A boundleſs deep immenſity of ſhade. 
Here lofty trees, to ancient ſong unknown, 
The noble ſons of potent heat and floods 654 
Prone ruſhing from the clouds, rear high to heaven 

®* Which blows conſtantly betweæn the trovics from the e ſt, or the collateral 
p6:!1t4, the north-eaſt and out- eat: cauſed by the preffure of the fareficd air 


vn that before it, according to the diurnal mation of the ſun from ea? to weft. 
f In all climaes between the tru; ics, the fun, as he pailes and repaſſes in hie 


aunual motion; is twice year vertical, which produces this effect. 
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Their thorny ſtems, and broad around them throw 
Meridian gloom, Here, in eternal prime, 
Unnumber d fruits, of keen dehicions taſte 
And vital ſpirit, drink amid the cliffs, 

And burning ſands that bank the ſhrabby vales, 660 
Redoubled day, yet in their rugged coats 
A friendly juice to cool its rage contain. 

Bear me, Pomona! to thy citron groves ; 
8 e. lemon 7 the op this. 70 

ith the orange, glowing through the green, 66 
Their lighter glories blend. Lay — reelin'd ; 
Beneath the ſpreading tamarind, that ſhakes, 
Fann'd by the breeze, its fever · cooling fruit. 
Deep in the night the maſſy locuſt ſheds 669 
Quench my hot limbs: or lead me through the maze, 
Embowering endleſs, of the Indian fig ; 
Or, thrown at gayer eaſe, on ſome fair brow, 
Let me behold, by breezy murmurs cool'd, 
Broad o'er my head the verdant cedar wave, 
And high palmetos lift their graceful ſhade. 675 
Or, ſtreteh'd amid theſe orchards of the ſun, 
Give me to drain the cocoa's milky bowl, | 
And from the palm to draw its freſhening wine ! 
More bonnteons far than all the frantic juice N 
Which Bacchus pours. Nor, on its ſlender twigs 685 
Low bending, be the full pomegranate ſcorn'd ; 
Nor, creeping through the woods, the gelid race 
Of berries. ' Oft in humble tation dwells 
Unboaſtful worth, above taſtidions pomp. 
Witneſs, thon beit anana, thou the pride 635 
Of vegetable life, beyond whatꝰ er p 
The poets imag'd in wht rage age! 
Quick let me {trip thee of thy tufty coat, | 
Spread thy ambroſial ſtores, and feaſt with Jove ! 

From theſe the proſpect varies. Plains immenſe 690 
Lie ftretch'd below, mterminable meads 
And vaſt ſavannahs, where the wandering g 
Unfixt, is in a verdant ocean loſt, at 
Another Flora there, of bolder hues, . 
And richer ſweets, beyond our garden pride, 69g 


＋ 


93 


. 49 
Plays o'er the fields, and thowers with ſudden hand 
Exuberant ſpring ; for oft theſe vallies ſhift 
Their green-embroider'd robe to fiery brown, © 
And ſwift to green again, as ſcorching ſuns, 
Or ſtreaming dew 
Along theſe lonely regions, where, retir'd 
From little ſcenes of art, great Nature dwells - 
In awful ſolitude, ard nought is ſeen 
But the wild herds, that own no maſter's ſtall, 
Prodigiovs rivers roll their fattening ſeas ; 705 
On w luxurianc herbage, half conceal'd, 
Like a fall'n cedar; far diffus'd his train, 
Cas'd in green ſcales, the crocodile extends, 
The flood diſparts behold ! in plaited mail, | 
Behemoth rears his head. Glanc'd from his fide, 7r0 
The darted ſteel in idle ſhivers flies: en 
He fearleſs walks the plain, or ſeeks the hills; 
Where, as he crops his varied fare, the herds, 
In widening cirele round, forget their food, 
And at the harmleſs ſtranger wondering gaze. 715 
Peaceful, beneath primeval trees, that caſt 
Their ample ſhade o'er Niger's yellow ſtream, 
And where the Ganges rolls his ſacred wave, 
Or mid the central depths of blackening woods, 
High-rais'd in ſole in theatre around, 729 
Leans the huge elephant, wiſeſt of brutes ! | 
O truly wife! with gentle might endow'd, 
Though powerful, not defiruttive! Here he ſees 
Revolving ages ſweep the changeful earth, 
And empires riſe and fall; regardleſs he 725 
Of what the never-reſting race of Men. 
Project: thrice happy! could he ſeape their guile, 
Who mine, from cruel avarice, his ſteps ; | 
Or with us oy om well their itare, 
The pride of kings! or elſe his ſtrength per y: 0 
And bid him rage amid the mortal . N * M 
Aſtoniſh'd at the madneſs of mankind. 
Wide o'er the winding umbi age of the floods 
Like vivid bloſſoms glowing from afar, 
a he * or river-torie, 
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s and torrent rains, prevail. 700 | 
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Thick ſwarm the brighter birds, For Nature's hand, 
That with a ſportive vanity has-deck'd 716 
The plumy nations, there her gayeſt hues #544 
Profuſely pours. - But, if ſhe bids them ſhine, 
Array'd in all the beauteous beams of day, | 
Vet, frugal ſtill, ſhe humbles them in“ ſong. 740 
Nor envy we the gaudy robes they leut 5 
Proud Montezuma's realm, whole legions caſt 

A boundleſs radiance waving on the ſun, 
While Philomel is ours; while in our ſhades, | 
"Through the {oft ſilence of the liſtening night, 745 
The ſober· ſuited ſongſtreſs trills her lay. 

But come, my Muſe, the deſart-harrier burſt, 

A wild expauſe of lifeleſs ſand and iky ; 

And, ſwitter than the toiling caravan, , 
Shoot o'er the vale of Sennar; ardent climb : 750 
The Nubian mountains, and the ſecret bounds 

Of jealous Abyſlinia boldly pierce. 

Thou art no ruffian, who, beneath the maſk 

Of ſocial commerce, com'ſt to rob their wealth; 

No holy Fury thou, blaſpheming Heaven, 733 
With conſecrated ſteel to ſtab their peace, 1 
And through the land, yet red from civil wounds, 
To ſpread the purple tyranny of Rome. | 
Thou, like the harmleſs bee, may'ſt freely range, 
From mead to mead, bright with exalted flowers ; 760 
From jaſmine. grove to grove, may'ſt wander gay 
Through palmy ſhades and aromatic woods, 

That grace the plains, inveſt the peopled hills, 
And up the more than Alpine mountains wave, 
There on the breezy ſummit, ſpreading fair, 765 
For many a league; or on ſtupendous rocks, 

That from the ſun-redoubling valley lift, 

Cool to the middle air, their lawny tops ; 

Where palaces, and fanes, and villas riſe ; 
And gardens ſmile around, and cultur'd fields; 770 
And fountains guſh; and careleſs herds and flocks 
Securely ſtray ; a world within itſelf, 


® [1 all the regions of the torrid the birds, thourh more beautiful i 
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Diſdaining all aſſault ; there let me draw ANTE 
Ethereal ſoul, there drink reviving gales, _. j 
Profuſely breathing from the ſpicy groves, 775 
Aud vales of fragrance ; there at diſtance hear 
The roaring floods and catarafts, that ſweep 

From diſembowel'd earth the virgin gold; 

And o'er the varied landſkip, leſs, rove, | 
Fervent with life of every fairer kind : 780 
A land of wonders! which the ſun ſtill eyes j 
With ray direct, as of the lovely realm 

Enamour'd, and delighting there to dwell, 

How chang”d' the ſcene! In blazing height of noon, 
The ſun, oppreſs'd, is plung*d in thickeſt gloom. 785 
Still horror reigns, a dreary twilight , 

Of ſtruggling night and day malignaac mix'd. 

For to the hot equator crowding faſt, 

Where, highly rarefy'd, the yielding air 1 
Admits their ſtream, inceſſant vapours roll, 790 
Amazing clouds on clouds continual heap'd! | 
Or hid tempeſtuous by the guſty wind, 


Or filent borne along, heavy and flow, 


With the big ſtores of ſteaming oceans charg'd. 
Meantime, amid theſe upper ſeas, condens 795 
Around the, cold atrial mountain's bro-w, | 
And by conflifting winds together daſh'd, 
— 3 _— his black tremendous throne 
rom cloud to cloud the rending Lightnings rage; 
Till, in the furious elemental s. + 2 e 
Diſſolv'd, the whole precipitated maſs 
Unbroken floods and ſolid torrents , 
The treaſures theſe hid from the — ſearch 
Of ancient knowledge; whence, with annual 
Rich king of floods I o'erflows the ſwelling Nile. 80 5 
From his two ſprings, in Gojam's ſunny realm, 
Pure-welling out, he through the lucid lake 
Of fair Dambea rolls his infant ſtream. 
There, by the Naiads nurs'd, he ſports away 
His playful youth, amid the fra iſles, $10 


That with unfading verdure ſmile around. 
Ambitious, thence the manly river breaks ; 
F 2 
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And, gathering many a flood, and copions fed 
With all the mellow'd treaſures. of the ky, _—_—_ 
Winds in progreſſive majeſty along: 815 
Through Fa plendid kinguoms now devolves his mn. 
Now — wild o'er ſolitary tracts 
Of life-deſerted ſand; till, glad to quit 110 
The joy leſs detart, down the Nubian rocks, 
From thundering ſeep to ſteep, he pours his urn, $20 
And Egypt joys beneath the ipreading wave. 

His brother Niger, too, and all the floods 
In which th; full - form d maids of Afric love 
Their jetty limbs; and all that from — tract $24 
Of woody mountains ſtretch d through gorgeous Ind 
Fall on Cor'mandel's coaſt, or Mal e's 
From * Menam's orient ſtream, that Agia ſhines | 
With inſe&-lamps, to where Aurora ſhedss 
On Indus* ſmiling banks the roſy ſhower ; | 
All, at this bounteous lealon, ope their urns, bzo 
And pour untoiling harvett o'er the land. 

Nor leſs thy world, Columbus, drinks, refreſh'd, 
The laviſh'd moiſture of the melting year. | 
Wide o'er his iſles, the branching Oronoque I. 
Rolls a brown deluge ; and the native drives 835 
To dwell aloft on liſe· ſufficing trees, | 
At once his dome, his robe, his food, and arms. 
Swell d by a thouſand ftreams, impetuous hurl'd 
From all the roaring Andes, huge deſcends - _ 
The mighty + Orellana. Scarce the Muſe $40 
Dares ftretch her wing o'er this enormous maſs _ 
Ot ruſhing water; ſcarce ſhe dares attempt 
The ſea- like Plata; to whoſe dread expanſe, 
Continucus depth, and wondrous length of courſe, 
Our floods are rills. With unabated force, $45 
In ſilent dignity they ſweep along, 01 
And traverſe realms unknown, and blooming wilds, 
And fruitleſs deſarts, worlds of lolitude, 
| Where the ſun ſmiles and ſeaſons teem in vain, 
VUnſeen, and unenjoy d. Forſaking thele, 350 


T The river that ne. r banks a vag 4 of thoſe 
inlets, calle ies e 2 ur ehr uitzut. 
+ The river of the Awaons. 


O'er peopled plains oy fair diffuſive flow, 

And many a nation feed, and circle ſafe, 

In their ſoft boſom, many a happy iſle; 

The ſeat of blameleſs Pan, yet undiſturb'd 

By Chriſtian crimes and Europe's cruel ſons. $55 

Thus pouring on they — ſeek the deep, | 

Whoſe vanquiſh'd tide, recoiling from the ſhock, | 

Yields to the liquid weight of half the globe; 

And Ocean trembles for his green domain. . 
But what avails this wondrous waſte of wealth? 860 

This gay profuſion of luxurious bliſs ? | 

This pomp of Nature? what their wy meats, , 

Their powerful herbs, and Ceres void of pain? 

By vagrant birds diſpers d, and wafting winds, $64 

What their unplanted fruits? what the cool draughts, 

Th' ambrofial food, rich gums, and ſpiey health, 

Their foreſts yield ? their toiling inſets, what 

Their ſilky pride, and vegetable robes ? 

Ah! what avail their fatal treaſures, hid | 

Deep in the bowels of the pitying earth, 870 

Golconda's gems, and {ad Potoh's mines, F $474 

Where dwelt the gentleſt children of the ſun ? 

What all that Afric's golden rivers roll, 

Her odorous woods, and ſhining ivory ſtores ? 

Ill- fated race! the ſoftening arts of Peace, 875 

Whate'er the humanizing Muſes teach; 

The god-like wiſdom of the temper'd breaſt ; 

Progreſſive truth, the patient force of thought; 

Inveſtigation calm, whole ſilent powers 879 

Command the world; the Light that leads to Heaven; 

Kind equal rule, the government of laws, 

And all- protecting Freedom, which alone 

Suſtains the name and dignity of Man : 

Thele are not theirs. The parent-fun himſelf 

Seems o'er this world of ſlaves to tyrannize z 885 

And, with oppreſſive ray, the rofeat bloom | 

Of beauty blaſting, gives the gloomy hue, 

And feature grots : or worle, to ruthleſs deeds, 

Mad jealouſy, blind rage, and tell revenge, 

Their fervid ſpirit fires, * dwells not there, 8 90 
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The ſoft „the tendernels of life, 
The heart ſhed tear, th* ineffable delight 66 
Of ſweet humanity ; theſe court the beam 
Of milder climes; in ſelfiſh fierce deſire, "7 
And the wild fury of voluptuous ſenſe, 395 
There loſt. The very brute creation there 
This rage partakes, and burns with horrid fire. 

Lo! the green ſerpent, from his dark abode, 

Which eben ＋ rye fears to tread, 
At noon forth- iſſuing, gathers up bis train geo 
In orbs immenſe, then, darting out anew, 
Seeks the refreſhing fount; by which diffus d, 
He throws his folds ; and while,with threatening tongue, 
And deathful jaws ere&t, the monſter curls 
His flaming creſt, all other thirſt appall'd, 905 
Or ſhivering flies, or check'd at diſtance ſtands, 
Nor dares approach. But ſtill more direful he, 
The imal| cloſe - lurk ing miniſter of fate, 
Whoſe high-concotted vercm through the veins 
A rapid lightning darts, arreſting ſwift 910 
The vital current. Form'd to humble man, . 
This child of vengeful Nature! There, ſublimd 
To fearleſs luſt of blood, the ſavage race 
Roam, licens'd by the ſhading hour of guilt, 
And foul mildeed, when the pure day has ſhut - 915 
His ſacred eye. The tiger darting fierce 
Impetuous on the prey his glance has doom'd; 
The lively-ſhining leopard, ſpeckled oder 
With many a ſpot, the beauty of the waſte; 
And, ſcorning all the tamirg arts of Man, 920 
The keen hyena, felleſt of the fell. a 
Theie, ruſhing from th' inhoſpitable woods 
Of Mauritania, or the tuſty iſles 
That verdant riſe amid the Libyan wild, 


Innumerous glare around their ſhaggy king, 925 


Majeſtic, ſtalking o'er the printed and; 

And, with imperious and repeated roars, 

Demas their tated food. The fearful flocks 

Crowd near the guardian ſwain; the nebler herds, 
Where round cheir lordly bull, in wal eale, 930 
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They ruminating lie, with horror her 
The coming rage. Th' awakened village ſtarts, 
And to her fluttering breaſt the mother trains , 
Her thoughtleſs infant. From the pirate's den, 
Or ſtern Mcrocco's tyrant-fang eſcap'd, 935 
The wretch half wiſhes for his bonds again; 
While, uproar all, the wilderneſs reſounds, 
From Atlas eaſtward to the frighted Nile. 

Unhappy he! who from the 25 of joys, 
Society, cut off, is left alone | 
Amid this world of death. Tay after day 
Sad on the jutting eminence he fits, 
And views the main thar ever toils below, 
Still fondly forming in the fartheſt verge, 
2 the round æther mixes with the wave, 9435 


940 


» dim-diſcovered, dropping from the clouds: 
evening, to the letting tun he turns 
A mourntul eye, and down his dying heart 
Sinks helpleis, while the wonted roar is up, 
And hiſs continual thro” the tedious night. 9 © 
Yet here, e'en here, into theſe black abodes 
Of monſters, unappall'd, from ſtooping Rome, 
And guilty Cæſar, Liberty retir'd, | 
Her Cato tollowing thro' Numidian wilds, . 
Diſdainful of Campania's gentle plains, 955 
And all the green delights Auſonia pours, 
When for them ſhe mult ben the tervile knee, 
And fawning take the ſplendid robber's boon, 

Nor ſtop the terrors of theſe regions here. 
Commiſhon'd demons oft', angels ot wrath, 950 
Let looſe the raging elements. Breath'd hot 
From all the boundleis furnace of the jky, 

And the wide-glittering walte of burning ſand, 
A ſuffocating wind the pilgrim {mites , 


With inſtant death. Patient of thirit and toil, 965 


Son of the detart! e'en the camel feels, 

Shot thro* his withered heart, the fiery blaſt, 

Or fiom the black-red æther, burſting broad, 
Sallies the ſudden whulwind. Straight the ſands, 
Commoy'd around, in gathering eddies playz 970 
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Nearer and nearer ſtill they darkening come, 
Till with the general all- mvolving florm Y 
Swept up, the whole continuous wilds ariſe, | 
And by their noon-day fount dejected thrown, 

Or ſunk at night in fad diſaſtrous fleep, 975 
Beneath deſcending hills the caravan 
Is buried deep. In Cairo's crowded ſtreets 
Th' impatient merchant, wondering, waits in vain, 
And Mecca ſaddens at the long delay. ec 

But chief at ſea, whole every flexile wave 980 
Obeys the blaſt, the atrial tumult (wells, 
In the dread ocean, undulating wide, | 
Beneath the radiant line, that girts the globe, | 
The circling Fyphon “, whirl'd from point to point, 
Exhautting all the rage of all the iky, 
And dire Ecnephia reign. Amid the heavens, 
Falſely ſerene, deep in a cloudy ſpeck + 
Compreis'd, the mighty tempeſt brooding dwells, 
Of no regard ſave to the ſkiltul eye: 
Fiery and foul, the ſmall prognoſtic hangs 990 
Alott, or on the promo tory's brow | | 
Muſters its force: a faint deceittul calm, 
A fluttering gale, the demon tends before, 
To tempt A ſpreading fail ; then down at once, 
Precipitant, deſcends a mingled maſs 995 
Of roaring winds, and flames, and ruſhing floods. 
In wild amazement fix'd the ſailor ſtands. 
Art is too flow ; by rapid Fate oppreſs'd, 
His broad wing'd veſſel drinks the whelming tide, 
Hid in the boſom of the black abyls. 1600 
With ſuch mad ſeas the daring Gama fought 
For many a day and many a dreadtul night, 
Inceſſant lab'ring round the ſtormy Cape, 
By bold Ambition led, and bolder thirſt 
Ot gold: for then from ancient gloom emerg'd 1005 
The riſing world of Trade; the Genius then 
Of Navigation, that in hopclets floth a 

® Typhon and Ecnephia, names of particular ſtorms or hurricanes, known 
only between the tropics. a 

+ Calied by ſailors the Ox-cye, being, in appearance, at firft 


no bitter. | 
1 Vaſco de Gama, the fir who failed round Africa, dy whe Cape of Good 
Hope, to the Eatt Indies. 
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Had ſlumber d on the vaſt Atlantic deep 5 

For idle Ages, farting, heard, at laſt, 

The Lufitanian Prince *, who, Heaven-inſpir'd, 1016 

To love of uſeſu | glory rous'd mankind, | 

And in unbounded Commerce mix'd the world. 
Increaſing ſtill the texrors of theſe, ſtorms, 

His jaws horrific arm d with threefold: fate, 

Here dwells the direful ſhark. Lur'd by the ſcent x01 s 

Of ſteaming crowds, of rank diſeaſe, and death, 

Behold ! he ruſhing cuts the briny flood, 

Swift as the gale can bear the ſhip along, 

And from the partners uf that cruel trade, 

Which you unhapp . of her ſous, 1020 

Demands his ſhare ; demands themſelves. 

The ſtormy Fates deſcent : one. death involves 

Tyrants and ſlaves; when ſtraight their mangled limbs 

Craſhing at once, he dyes the purple ſeas 9 1008 

With gore, and riots in the vengeful meal. 100 
When o'er this world, by equinoctial rains 7 

Flooded immenſe, looks out the joy leſs ſun, af 

And draws the copious ſteam from ſwampy tens, 0 

Where putrefaction into life ferments, 

And breathes deſt ructive myriads; or from woods, - 

Impenetrable ſhades, receſſes toul, 1 FE * 

In vapours rank — blue, corruption wrapt, eh 

Whoſe gloomy horrors yet no deſperate foot 

Has ever dar'd to pierce ; then, waſteful; forth - 

Walks the dire Power of peltilent diſeaſe. 1035 

A thouſand hideous fiends her courſe attend, nv 

Sick Nature blaſting, and to heartlels woe, 

And feeble deſolation, caſting down 

The towering hopes and all the pride of Man: 

Such as, of late, at Carthagena quench'd 1040 

The Britiſh fire. You, gallant Vernon! ſaw | 

The miſerable ſcene ; you, pitying, ſaw 

To infant-weakneſs ſunk the warrior's arm; 

Saw the deep-racking pang, the ghaſtly form, 


2a. — 2 1 His ſtront genius to the 
countries was che chiet tource of all the modern improvements 
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The li quivering, and the beamleſs eye, 1 
No «lp pl ard our * wk you heard 2 r F 
Of agonizing ſhips from ſhore to ſhore ; | 
Heard nightly plung'd amid the fullen waves 
The frequent corſe, while on each other fix d, 
In ſad preſage, the blank aſſiſtants ſeem'd, 1050 
Silent, to whom Fate would next demand. 

What need I mention —— —.— ſkies, 
Where, frequent o'er the ing city, Plague, 
The fierceſt child of Nemeſis divine, x, nag: 
Deſceads ? From Ethiopia's —— woods, t 10565 
From ſtifled Ces filth, and fetid fields, 
With locuſt armies putrefying heap'd, | 
This great deſtroyer ſprung. Her awful rage 
The brutes eſcape: man is —— prey 
Intemperate man ! and o'er his guilt 
She draws a clofe incumbent cloud e Gert, death, | 
Uninterrupted by the living winds, | 
Forbid to 2 wholeſome breeze, and ſtain's '/ 
— ny — — ſuffus'd, 
Of angry a Wiſdom, then, 106 
Dejefts hi his watchful eye; and from the hand , 
Of feeble Juſtice, ineffectual, drop 
The ſword and balance : mute the voice of Joy, 
And huſh'd the clamour of the buſy world: 


Empty the ſtreets, with ancouth verdure clad : 107 


Into the worſt of deſerts ſudden turn'd 

The cheerful haunt of men; unlefs —.— 

From the doom'd honſe where matchleſ r reigns, 
Shut up by barbarous Fear, the ſmitten wretch, 
With frensy wild, breaks looſe, and, loud to heaven 
Screaming, the dreadful policy arraigns, 1076 
Inhuman, and unwiſe. The Yuen door, 

Vet uninfected, on its cautious hinge 

Fearing to turn, abhors ſociety. 

Dependents, friends, relations, Love himſelf, 1080 
Savag'd by woe, forget the tender tie, 


The ſweet engagement of the feeling heart. 2 
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But vain their ſelfiſh care; the circling | 
The wide enlivening air, is full of fate; | 
And, ſtruck by turns, in ſolitary. pangs 1085 
They fall, unbleſt, untended, and unmourn- d. 
Thus o'er the proſtrate city black Deſpair _ 
Extends her raven wing, while, to complete 
The ſcene of deſolation, ftretch'd around ; 
The grim guards ſtand, denying all retreat, 1090 
And give the flying wretch a better death. 

Much yet remains unſung : the rage intenſe 
Of brazen-yaulted ikies, of iron fields; 
Where drought and famine ſtarve the blaſted year; 
Fir'd by the torch of Noon to tenfold. rage, 1095 
The infuriate hill, that ſhoots the pillar d flame; 
And, rous'd within the ſubterranean world, 
Th' expanding earthquake, that reſiſtleſs ſhakes 
Aſpiring cities from their ſolid baſe, 
And buries mountains in the flaming gulf. 1100 
But 'tis enough: return, my vagrant Muſe z 
A nearer ſcene of horror calls thee home. 

Behold ! ſlow-ſettling o'er the lurid grove, 
Unuſual darkneſs broods, and, growing, gains 
The full poſſeſſion of the ſky, ſurchargd 2205 
With wrathful yapour, fiom the ſecret heds [ 
Where ſleep the mineral generations drawn. 
Thence nitre, ſulphur, and the fiery ſpume 
Of fat bitumen, ſteaming on the day, | 
With varigus-tin&tur'd trains of latent flame 1170 
Pollute the tky ; and im you” baleful cloud 
A reddening gloom, a magazine of fate, 
Ferment, till by the touch ethercal rous'd, 
The daſh of clouds, or irritating war 
Of fighting winds, while all is calm below, 1115 
They furious ſpring. A boding ſilence reigns 
Dread thro' the dun expanſe, ſave the dull found 
That from the mountain, previous to the ſtorm, 
Rolls o'er the muttering earth, diſturbs the flood, 
And ſhakes the foreſt-leat without a breath, 1120 
Prone to the loweſt vale the atrial tribes 
Deſcend: the tempeſt · loving raven ſcarce 
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Dares wing the dubious duſk; In rueful gaze 
The cattle ſtand, and on the —_ heavens || 
Caſt a deploring eye, by man forſook, 11235 
Who to the crowded' cottage hies him faſt, | 
Or ſeeks the ſhelter of the downward cave. 

Tis liſtening fear and dumb amazement all: 

When to the ſtartled eye the ſudden glance 

Appears far ſouth, eruptive thro* the cloud, 1130 
And following flower, in exploſion vaſt, 


The thunder raiſes his tremendous voice. 


At firſt, heard folemn o'er the verge of heaven, 

The tempeſt growls ; but as it nearer comes, 

And rolls its awful burden on the wind, 11335 

The lightnings flaſh a larger curve, and more 

The noiſe aſtounds; till over- head a ſheet 

Of livid flame diſcloſes: wide, then ſhuts, 

And opens wider; ſhuts and opens ſtill 

Expantive, wrapping æther in a blaze: 1140 

Follows the looſen'd aggravated roar, | 

Enlarging, deepening, mingling ; peal on peal 

Crufh'd horrible, convulſing heaven and earth. 
Down comes a deluge of ſonorous hail, | 

Or prone-deſcending ram. Wide-rent, the clouds 114; 

Pour a whole flood; and yet, its flame unquench'd, 

Th' unconquerable lightning ſtruggles thro”, 

Ragged and fierce, or in red whirling balls, 

And fires the mountains with redoubled rage. 1149 

Black from the ſtroke, above, the ſmouldering We 

Stands a fad ſhatter d trunk; and, ſtretch'd below, 

A liteleſs group the blaſted cattle lie: . 

Here the ſoft flocks, with that fame hai mleſs look 

They wore alive, and ruminating till 


In fancy's eye, and there the frowning bull, 1155 


And ox halt-1ais'd. Struck on the caſtled cliff, 
The venerable tower and ſpiry fane * 
Reſign their aged pride. The gloomy woods 

Start at the flaſh, and from their deep receſs 
Wide-flaming out, their trembling inmates ſhake. 
Amid Caernarvon's mountains rages loud 1161 


The repercuſſive roar : with mighty eruih, 
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Into the flaſhing deep, from the rude/rocks + 
Ot Penmanmaur heap'd hideous to the tky, * 
Tumble the ſmitten cliffs; and Snowden's peak, 1165 
Diſfolving, inſtant yields his wintry load. 
Far ſeen the heights of heathy Cheviot blaze, 

And Thule bellows thro” her utmoſt ifles. 

Guilt hears appall'd, with 1 thought; 
And yet not always on the guilty head ' 1170 
Deſcends the fatal flaſh. Young Celadon Mook 
And his Amelia were a matchleſs pair; | 
With equal virtue form'd, and equal grace, 

The ſame, diftinguiſh'd by their fex alone; | 
Her's the mild luſtre of the blooming morn, 1173 
And his the radiance of the riſen day. Lk | 

They lov'd ; but ſuch their ouileleſs paſſion was, 
As in the dawn of time inform'd the heart 
Of Innocence and undiſſembling Truth. 

Tas friendſhip heighten'd by the mutual wiſh, 1180 
Th' enchanting hope, and ſympathetic glow, © 
Beam'd from the mutual eye. Devoting all 

To love, each was to each a drarer ſelf, 

Supremely happy in th* awaken'd power 

Of giving joy. Alone, amid the ſhades, 1185 
Still in harmonious interccurſe they liv'd | 
The rural day, and talk'd the flowing heart, 

Or figh'd and look'd unutterable things. 

So paſs'd their life, a clear united ſtream, | 

By care unruſfled; till, in evil hour, 1190 

he tempeſt caught them on the tender walk, a 

Heedleſs how far and where its mazes ſtray d, 

While with each other bleſt, creative Love 

Still bade eternal Eden ſmile around, | 
Preſaging inſtant fate, her boſom heav'd 1193 
Unwonted ſighs, and ſtealing oft“ a look 

Of the big gloom, on Celadon her eye b 
Fell tearful, wetting her diſordered check. 
In vain affuring love, and confidence 1199 
In Heaven, repreſs'd her fear; it grew, and ſhook” - 
Her frame near diflolution. He perceiv'd 


Th* unequal conflict, _—_ angels look 
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On dying ſaints, his eyes compaſſion. ſhed, 
With love illumin'd high. Fear not,” he ſaid, | 
«« Sweet Innocence! thou ſtranger to offence, az0g 
« And inward ſtorm ! He who you" Kies involves 
« In frowns of darkneſs, ever {miles on thee 
« With kind regard. O'er thee the ſecret ſhaft _ 
4% That waſtes at midnight, or th* undreaded hour 
«« Of noon, flies harmlels ; and that very voice 1240 
« Which thunders terror thro* the guilty heart, 
« With tongues of ſeraphs whiſpers peace to thine. 
« "Tis ſafety to be near thee, ſure, and thus 
% To claſp tfection!*” From his void embrace, 
Myſterious — that moment to the ground, «245 
A blacken' d corſe, was [truck the beauteous maid. 
But who can paint the lover as he ſtood _ 
Pierc'd by ſevere amazement, hating life, 
Speechleſs, and fix'd in all the death of woe! 
2 faint reſemblance! on the marbled tomb 1229 
he well-diſſembled mourner ſtooping ſtands, 
For ever ſilent and for ever ſad. | 
As from the face of heaven the ſhatter'd clouds 
Tumultuous rove, th* interminable ſky 99 5 77 
Sublimer ſwells, and o'er the world expands 1225 
A purer azure. Thro' the lighten'd air | 
A higher luſtre and a clearer calm, 
Diffuſive, tremble z while, as if in fign 
Of danger paſt, a ghttating rhe of joy, 
Set off abundant by the yellow ray, 12.30 
Inveſts the fields, and Nature ſmiles, reviy'd. I 
'Tis Beauty all and grateful ſong around, 
Join'd to the — of kine, and numerous bleat 
Of flocks thick - nibbling through the clover d vale. 
And ſhall the hymn be marr'd by thankleſs man, 1233 
Moſt favour d, who with voice articulate F 
Should lead the chorus of this lower world? 
Shall he, ſo ſoon forgettul of the hand 
That huſh'd the thunder, and ſerenes the {ky, | 
Extinguiſh'd feel that ſpark the tempeſt wak d, 1240 
That ſenſe of powers exceeding far his own, | 
Ere yet his feeble heart has loſt its fears ? 
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SUMMER, | 63 
Cheer d by the milder beam, the ſprightly youth 
- 


Speeds to the well-known pool, whoſe cryſtal depth 
A fandy bottom ſhews, while he ſtands, 1243 
Gazing th* inverted landſcape, half atraid 11855 
To meditate the blue profound below, 

Then plunges headlong down the circling flood. 

His ebon treſſes and his roſy cheek | 


| Inſtant emerge, and thro' the obedient wave, 1250 


At each ſhort breathing by his lip repell'd, 
With arms and legs according well, he makes, 
As humour leads, im eafy-winding path, 
While from his poliſh'd tides à dewy light 
Effuſes on the pleas'd ſpectators round. 3255 

This is the pureſt exerciſe of health, | 
The kind refreſher of the ſummer heats ; | 
Nor, when cold Winter keens the bri ww flood, 
Would I, weak-ſhivering, linger on the brink. 
Thus life redoubles, and is oft“ prelerv'd, 1260 
By the bold ſwimmer, in the wilt illapſe 
Of accident difaſtrous. Hence the lim 
Knit into force; and the ſame Roman arm 
That roſe victorious ofer the conquer'd earth, | 
Firſt learn'd, while tender, to ſubdue the wave. 2265 
E'en from the body”s purity the mind 
Receives a fecret ſympathetic aid. 

Cloſe in the covert of an hazel copſe, 
Where, - winded into pleaſing ſolitudes, | 
Runs out the rambling dale, young Damon fat, 1270 
Penſive, and pierc'd with love's delighttul pangs': 
There to the ſtream, that down the Jiftant rocks 
Hoarſe-murmuring fell, and plaintive breeze, that play d 
Among the bending willows, falſely he 
Of Muſidora's cruelty complain'd. 1275 
She felt his flame; but deep within her breaſt, 
In baſhful coyneſs, or in maiden pride, 
The ſoft return conceal'd, ſave when it ftole 
In ſide- long glances from her downcaſt eye, 
Or from her ſwelling ſoul in ſtifled fighs. 1280 
Touch'd by the ſcene,” no qr, = to his vows, | 
He fram'd a melting lay 8 try her heart, 

| z 
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And-if au infant paſſion ſtruggled there, 
To call that paſſion forth, Thrice happy ſwain! 
A lacky chance, that oft* decides the tate 1285 
Of mighty monarchs, then decided thine: 
For, lo! conducted by the laughing Loves, 
This cool retreat his Mubdora ſought : 
Warm in her cheek the ſultry ſeaſon glow'd 3 
And, rob'd in looſe array, ſhe came to bathe 1290 
Her fervent limbs in the refreſhing ſtream. 
What ſhall he do? In ſweet confuſion loſt, _ 
And dubious flutterings, he a while cemain'd ; 
A pure ingenuous elegance of ſoul, 
A delicate refinement, known to few, 1295 
Perplex'd his breaſt, and urg'd him to retire; 
But Love forbade. Ye Prudes, in virtue ſay, 
7 ye Severeſt, what would you have done? 

ean time this fairer nymph than ever bleſt 
Arcadian ſtream, with timid eye around 1300 
The banks ſurveying, ſtripp'd her beauteous limbs, 
To taſte the lucid coolneſs of the flood. 
Ah, then } not Paris on the piny top 
Ol Ida panted ſtronger, when aſide 
The rival-goddeſles the veil divine VT 
Caſt unconhn'd, and gave him all their charms, 
Than, Damon, thou, as from the ſnowy leg 
And ilender foot th' inverted filk ſhe drew; 
As the ſoft touch difloly'd the virgin zene, 
And thro? the parting robe th? alternate breaſt, . 1310 
With. youth wild-throbbing, on thy lawleſs gaze 
In full luxuriance roſe. But, deſperate youth, 
How: durtt thou riſque the ſoul- diſtracting view, 
As from her raked limbs, of glowing white, | 
Harmonious ſwell'd by Nature's fineſt hand, 2315 
In folds looſe-floating fell the fainter lawn, 
And fair-expos'd ſhe ſtood, ſhrunk from herſelf, 
With fancy bluſhing, at the doubtful breeze 
Alarm'd, and ſtarting like the fearful fawn?  _. 
Fhen to the flood ſhe ruſh'd ; the parted flood 1320 
Its lovely gueſt with cloſing waves receiv'd, | 
And every beauty ſoſtening, every grace 
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Fluſhing anew, a mellow luſtre ſhed 3 | 
As ſhines the lily thioꝰ the cryſtal mild, 9941 
Or as the roſe amid the morning dew, 1325 
Freſh fiom Aurora's hand, more ſweetly glows. | 
While thus ſhe wanton'd, now beneath the wave 
But ill-conceal'd, and now with ſtreaming locks, 
That half-embrac'd her in a humid veil, 
Riſing again, the latent Damon drew 1130 
Such madd ning draughts of beauty to the ſou], 
As for a while o'erwhelm'd his raptur'd thought 
With luxury too daring. - Check'd, at laſt, 
By Love's reſpeciful modeſty, he deern'd 

he theft profane, if aught profane to love 1335 
Can e'er be deem'd ; and, ſtruggling, from the ſhade 
With headlong hurry fled : but firſt theſe lines, 
Trac'd by his ready pencil, on the bank 
With trembling hand he threw. < Bathe on, my Fair! 
% Yet unbeheld, ſave by the ſacred eye 1340 
« Of faithful love. I go to guard thy haunt, 
„% To keep from thy receſs each vagrant foot, 
% And each licentious eye. With wild iſe, 
As if to marble (truck, devoid of ſenſe, - 
A ſtupid moment motionleis ſhe ſtood: 1345 
So ſtands the ſtatue ® that enchants the world; | 
So bending tries to veil the matchleſs boaſt, 
The mingled beauties of exulting Greece. 
Recovering, ſwift the flew to find thoſe robes | 
Which bliſsful Eden knew not; and array'd 1330 
In careleſs haſte, th' alarming paper ſnatch'd: | 
But when her Damon's well known hand ſhe ſaw, 
Her terrors vaniſh'd, and a ſofter train 
Of mixt emotions, hard to be deſcrib'd, 
Her ſudden boſom ſeiz'd : ſhame, void of guilt, 1355 
The charming bluſh of innocence, eſteem | 
And admiration of her lover's flame, f 
By modeſty exalted; een a ſenſe 
Of ſelf-approving beauty ſtole acroſs 
Her buſy thought. At length a tender calm 1300 
Huſh'd by degrees the tumult of her ſoul, 


* The Venus of Medici. 
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66 SUMMER» | 
And on the ſpreading beech, that o'er the ſtream 
Incumbent hung, ſhe with the ſylvan pen 
Of rural lovers this confeſſion carv'd, | 
Which ſoon her Damon kifs'd with weeping joy: 1365 
« Dear youth! ſole judge of what theſe verſcs mean, 
„ By fortune too much favour'd, but by Love, 

« Alas! not fayour'd leſs, be till, as now, 

«6. Diſcreet ; the time may come you need not fly. 
The ſun has loſt his rage; his downward orb 1370 

Shoots nothing now but animating warmth 

And vital luſtre; that, with various ray, 

Lights up the clouds, thoſe beauteous robes of heaven, 

Inceſſant roll'd into romantic ſhapes, | 

The dream of waking fancy | Broad below, 1375 

Cover'd with ripening fruits, and ſwelling faſt 

Into the perte& year, the pregnant earth - 

And all her tribes rejoice. Now the ſoft hour 

Of walking comes, tor him who lonely loves 

To ſeek the diſtant hills, and there converſe 1380 

With Nature, there to harmonize his heart, 

And in pathetic ſong to breathe around 

The harmony to others. Social friends, - 

Attun'd to happy uniſon of ſoul, / 


: 


To whoſe exalting eye a fairer world, 1385 


Of which the vulgar never had a glimpſe, 

Diſplays its charms, whoſe minds are richly fraught 
With philoſophic ſtores, ſuperior light, 

And in whoſe breaſt, enthuſiaſtic, burns 

Virtue the ſons of Interett deem romance, 12398 
Now call'd abroad enjoy the falling day; 

Now to the verdant portico of woods, 

To Nature's vaſt Lyceum, forth they walk; 

By that kind ſchool where no proud maſter reigns, 
The full tree converſe of the friendly heart, 1395 
Improving and improv*'d. Now from the 

Sacred to ſweet retirement, lovers ſteal, 

And pour their fouls in traniport, which the fire | 

Of Love, approving, hears, and calls it Good. 
Which way, Amanda, ſhall we bend our courle? 1400 
The choice perplexes, Wherefore ſnould we chulc ? 


SUMMER. 
All is the ſame with thee. Say, ſhall we wind 
Along the ſtreams? or walk the ſmiling mead ? 
Or court the foreſt glades ? or wander wild 
Among the waving harveſts ? or aſcend, 1405 
While radiant Summer opens all its pride, | 
Thy hill, delightful Shene ? ® Here let us ſweep 
The boundleſs landicape : now the raptur d eye, 
Exulting ſwift, to huge Auguſta ſend 3 5 
Now to the Siſter- hills + that ſkirt her plain; 1410 
To lotty Harrow now, and now to Where | 
Majeſtic W'indſor lifts his princely brow. | 
In Jovely contraſt to this glorious view, 
Calmly magnificent, then will we turn 
To where the ſilver Thames firſt rural grows: 1415 
There let the feaſted eye unwearied ſtray; 4 
Luxurious, there rove thro* pendent woods, 
That nodding bang o'er Harrington's retreat; 
And, ſtooping thence to Ham's embowering walks, 
nh wing ſhades, in ſpotleſs peace retir d, 1420 
With her the pleaſing partner of his heart, 
The worthy Queersb'ry yet laments his Gay, 
And poliſh'd Cornbury woos the willing Mule, 
Slow let us trace the matchleſs vale of Thames, 
Fair-winding up to where the Muſes haunt 1425 
In Twit'nam's „and for their Pope implore 
The healing God f; to royal Hampton's pile, 
To Clermont's terraſs'd height, and Eſher's groves, 
Where in the ſweeteſt ſolitude, embrac'd | 
By the ſoft windings of the filent Mole, 1430 
From courts and ſenates, Pelham ſinds repoſe. 
Inchanting vale! beyond whate'er the Muſe 
Has of Achaia or Heſperia ſung ! 
O vale of bliſs! O fottly-ſwelling hills 
On which the power of Cultivation lies, 1435 
And joys to ſre the wonders of his toil, 

Heavens! what a goodly proſpect ſpreads around, 
Of hills, and dales, and woods, and lawns, and ſpires, 
The od name of Richmond, r nora agen Anas 
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And glittering towns, and gilded ſtreams, till all 
The firetcbing landſcape into ſmoke decays! - 2440 
Happy Britannia! where the Queen of Arts | 
Inſpiring vigour, Liberty abroad 4 
Walks unconfin'd, e'en to thy fartheſt cots, - 
And ſcatters plenty with . hand. | 
Rich is thy foil, and mercitul thy clime; 1445 
Thy ſtreams unfailing in the Summer's drought ; 
Unrat teh'd thy guardian oaks z thy vallies float 
With golden waves; and on thy mountains flocks 
Bleat numberleſs; while roving round their ſides, 
Bellow the blackening herds in luſty droves. 1450 
Beneath thy meadows glow, and riſe unquell'd _ 
Againſt the mower's ſcythe. On every hand | 
Thy villas ſhine. Thy country teems with wealth, 
And Property aſſures it to the ſwain, | 
Pleas'd and unwearied in his guarded toil, 1433 
Full are thy cities with the ſons of Art, 
Dog Trade and Joy in every buſy wr 
ingling are e' en Drudgery hi 
As = — car he ſweats, or duſt — 
Wheee riing eee ag 
ere riſing maſts an endleſs ie 1460 
With how burn, and echo — touts | 
Of hurried ſailor, as he hearty waves 
His laſt adieu, and, looſening every ſheet, 
Reſigns the ſpreading veſſel to the wind, | 1465 
Bold, firm, and graceful, are thy generous youth, 
By hardſhip finew'd, and by danger fir'd, 
Scattering the nations where they go, and firſt 
Or on the liſted plain or ſtormy ſeas. | 
EW thy glories, too, as 2 the plans 1470 
thriving peace thy thoughtful fires preſide; | 
In genius and high; 
For every virtue, every worth renown'd; 
Sincere, plain-hearted, hoſpitable, kind; 
Yet, like the muſtering thunder, when provok d, 1475 
The dread of tyrants, and the ſole reſource 
Of thoſe that under grim Oppreſſion groan, 
Thy ſons of glory many! Alfred thine, 
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In whom the ſplendour of heroic war, KO en f. 
And more heroic peace, govern'd well, 1480 
Combine; whoſe allow ame the Virtues ſaint, 
8 Mules love; the beſt of king? 

ith him thy Edwards and thy Henrys ſhine ; 
Names dear to Fame | the firſt who deep-impreſs'd_ 
On haughty Gaul the terror of thy arms, 1483 
That awes her Genius ſtill. In ſtateſmen thou, 
And patriots, fertile. Thie a ſtealy More, 
Who, with a generous, / tho” miſtaken, zeal, 
Withſtcod a brutal tyrant's direful rage; | 
Like Cato firm, like Ariſtides juſt, / 1490 
Like rigid Cineinnatus nobly poor, 
A dauntleſs ſoul, erect, who imil'd on death. 
Frugal, and wiſe, a Walfingham is thine 
A Drake, who made thee Miſtreis of the d | 
And bore thy name in thunder round the 1495 
Then flam'd thy ſpirit high: but who can ſpeak 
The numerous worthies of the Maiden Reign? 
In Kaleigh mark their every glory mix'd: | 
Raleigh! the ſcourge of Spain ! whoſe breaſt with all 
The lage, the patriot, and the hero, burn d: 1500 
Nor funk his vigour when a coward reign | 
The warrior fetter d, and at laſt retign'd 
To glut the ven of a vanquiſh'd foe. 
Then, active ſtill and unreſtrain d, his mind | 
Explor'd the vaſt extent of ages paſt, 13056 
And with his priſon - hours enrich'd the world, 15 
Vet found no times, in all the long reſearch, 
So glorious or ſo baſe as thoſe he prov'd, 
In which he conquer'd, and in which he bled. 
Nor can the Muſe the gallant Sidney 1510 
The plume of War! with early laurels crown'd, 
The lover's myrtle, and the poet's bay, 
A Hampden, too, is thine, illuſtrious Land! 
Wile, fftrenuous, firm, of unſubmitting foul, N 
Who ſtemm' d the torrent of a downward age, 1515 
To ſlavery prone, and bade thee riſe again, 
In all thy native pomp of freedom bold. 
Bright, at his call, thy age of men effulg d, 
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Of men on whom late time a ki ene 
Shall turn, and tyrants tremble while they read. 1 526 
Bring every ſweeteſt flower, and Jet me | 
The grave where Ruſſel lies, whoſe temper'd blood, 
With calmeſt cheerfulneſs for thee reſign d, 
Stain'd the fad annals of a giddy reign, | 
Aiming at lawleſs power, the meanly ſunk 1525 
In looſe inglorious — With him 
His friend, the Britiſh Caſſius“, fearleſs bled, 
Of high determin'd ſpirit, roughly brave, 
By ancient learning to th' enlighten'd love 
Of ancient freedom warm d. Fair thy renown 1530 
In awful Sages and in noble Bards, 2 85 
Soon as the light of dawning Science ſpread 
Her orient ray, and wak'd the Muſes ſong. 
Thine is a Bacon, hapleſs in his choice, 
Unfit to ſtand the civil ſtorm of ſtate, 1535 
And thro” the ſmooth barbarity of courts, 
With firm, but pliant, virtue, forward ſtill + * 
To urge his courſe ; him for the ſtudious thade 
Kind Nature form'd, deep, comprehenſive, clear, 
Exact, and elegant; in one rich ſoul 1540 
Plato, the Stagyrite, and Tully join'd. | 
The great deliverer he! who, from the gloom © 
Of cloiſter'd menks and jargon-teaching ſchools, 
Led forth the true Philoſophy, there long 
Held in the magic chain of words, and forms, 1545 
And definitions void: he led her forth, 
Daughter of Heaven! that ſlow- aſcending fill, 
Inveſtigating ſure the chain of things, 
With radiant finger points to Heaven again. 
The generous Aibley + thine, the friend of man, 
Who ſcann'd his nature with a brother's eye. 155 
His weakneſs prompt to ſhade, to raiſe his aim, 
To touch the finer movements of the mind, 
And with the mortal beauty charm the heart. 
Why need I name thy Boyle, whoſe pious ſearch 1555 
Amid the dark receſſes of his works 
er 2 

f- Anthohy-Aſhley Cooper, Earl of Shafteebury, 
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The great Creator ſought? And why thy Locke? 
Who made the whole internal world his own? 
Let Newton, pure intelligence | whom God 
To mortals lent, to trace his boundleſs works 3560 
From laws ſublimely ſumple, ſpeak thy fame 
In all philoſophy. For lofty denſe, 1 1 
Creative fancy, and inſpection keen 207 
Thro” the deep windings of the human heart, 
Is not wild Shak (ſpere-thive an Nature's boatt? | 
Is not each great, euch amiable Muſe - + 1835866 
Of claſſic ages in thy Milton met? l 
A genius univerſal as his theme, 
Aſtoniſhing as chaos, as the bloom | | 
Of blowing Eden fair, as heaven ſublime. 2570 
Nor ſhall my verſe that elder bard forget, 
The gentle Spenſer, Fancy's pleaſing ſon 
Who like a copious river pour d his ſong 
O'er all the mazes of enchanted ground 
Nor thee, his ancient maſter, laughing ſage, 1575 
Chaucer, whole native manners-painting verſe, 
Well moraliz'd, ſhines thro' the Gothic cloud 
Of time and language o'er thy genius thrown. 

May my ſong ſoften as thy Daughters I, | 
Britannia | hail; for beauty is their own, 1380 
The feeling heart, ſimplicity of life, 251 
And elegance and taſte ; the faultleſs form, 
Shap'd by the hand of Harmony; the cheek i# 
Where the live- crimſon, thro' the native white 
Soft-ſhooting, o'er the face diffuſes bloom, _ 1585 
And every nameleſs. grace; the parted lip: 
Like the red roſe-bud moiſt with morning dw, 
Breathing delight; and, under flowing jet, 

Or ſunny ringlets, or of circling brown, 92 4 
The neck flight-ſhaded, and the ſwelling breaſt; 1590 
The look reſiſtleis piercing to the ſoul, 1 
And by the ſoul inform'd, when, dreſt in love, 

She fits high- ſmiling in the conſcious eye. 

Iſland of bliſs! amid the ſubje&t ſeas, ö 
That thunder round thy rocky coaſts, ſet up, 1595 
At once the wonder, terror, and delight, 


72 SUMMER. | 
Of diſtant nations, whoſe remoteſt ſhores 
Can ſoon be ſhaken by thy naval arm; i 4 
Not to be ſhook thyſelf, but all affaults * 
Baffling, as thy hbar cliffs the loud ſea-wave. 1606 

O Thou! by whoſe almighty nod the ſcale 
Of empire riſes, oc alternate falls, 4 
Send forth the ſaving Virtues round the land 
In bright patio: while Peace and focial Love 
The tender-looking Charity, intent 15035 
On gentle deeds, and ſhedding tears thro* ſmiles ; 
Undaunted —— — ——— forma 
Courage, compos' een; ſou emperance, 
Healthful in —— and look ; clear Chaſtity, 

With bluſhes reddening as ſhe moves along, 1610 
Diſorder'd at the deep regard ſhe draw; 
Rough Induſtry; Activity untir'd, | 

With copious life inform'd, and all awake; 

While in the radiant front ſuperior ſhines 

That firſt paternal Virtue, Publie Zeal, 1645 
Who throws o'er all an equal wide furvey, | 
And, ever muſing on the common weal, | 

Still labours, glorious, with ſome great defign. 

Low walks the ſun, and broadens by degrees 
Juſt o'er the verge of day. The ſhifting clouds, 1620 
Aſſembled gay, a richly gorgeous train, | 
In all their pomp attend his ſetting throne. 

Air, earth, and ocean, ſmile immenſe. And now, 
As if his weary chariot ſought the bowers 

Of Amphitrite and her tending nymphs, 17625 
(So Grecian fable ſung, ) he dips his orb; 

Now half immers'd, and now a golden curve, 
Gives one bright glance, then total diſappears. 

For ever running an enchanted round | 
Paſſes the day, deceitful, vain, and void, 1639 
As fleets the viſion o'er the formal brain, 
This moment hurrying wild the impaſfion'd ſoul, 
The next in nothing loſt. *Tis ſo to him 
The dreamer of this earth, an idle blank; 

A ſight of horror to the cruel wretch, 1635 
Who all day long in fordid pleaſure roll d. 
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Himſelf an uſeleſs load, has ſquander'd vile, 
Upon his ſcoundrel train, what might have cheer d 
A drooping tamily of modett worth : f 
But to the generous ſtil · improving mind 1640 
That gives the hopeleſs heart to ſing for joy, 
Ditfuſing kind beneficence around, | 
Boaſtleis, as now deſcends the ſilent dew, 
To him the long review of order'd life 
Is inward rapture; only to be felt. 1643 

Confeſs d from yonder flow-extinguiſh'd clouds, 
All æther ſoft' ning, ſober Evening takes 
Her wonted ſtation in the middle air, 
A thouſand ſhadows at her beck, Firſt this 
She ſends on earth, then that of deeper dye 1650 
Steals foft behind; and then a deeper Aill, 
In cucle tollowing circle; gathers. round, 
To cloſe the face of things. A freſher gale 
Begins to wave the wood, and ſtir the ſtream, 
Sweeping with ſhadowy guſt the fields of corn, 1655 
While the quail clamours tor his running mate. | 
Wide o'er the thiſtly lawn, as {wells the breeze, 
A whitening ſhower of vegetable down 
Amuſive floats. The kind impartial care | 
Of Nature nought diſdains; thoughtful to feed 1660 
Her loweſt ſons, and clothe the coming year, 
From field to field the teather'd feeds the wings. 

His folded flock ſecure, the ſhepherd home , 
Hies merry-hearted, and by turns relieves 
The ruddy milkmaid of her brimming pail; 1663 
The beauty whom perhaps his witle(s heart, MA 
Unknowing what the joy- mixt anguiſh. means, 
Sincerely loves, by that beſt language ſhewn 
Ot cordial glances and obliging deals, 
Onward they paſs o'er many a panting height, 1670 
And valley tunk, and untrequented, where 
At tall of eve the Fairy people throng, 
In various game and revelry, to pats 
The fummer-night, as village-ſtories tell: 
But far about they wander from the grave 1675 
Ot him whom his ungentle fortune urg'd ' 

11 | 
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inſt his own ſad breaſt to lift the hand 

Ot impious Violence. The lonely tower iy 

Is alſo ſhunn'd, whoſe mournful chambers hold, 

80 night-ſtzuck Fancy dreams, the yelling ghoſt. 1680 

the crooked lanes, on every hedge, 

The glow-worm lights his gem, and thro' the dark 

A moving radiance twinkles. Evening yields 

The world to Night; not in her winter - robe 

Of maſſy Stygian woof, bur looſe array d - 168g 

In mantle dun. A. faint erroneous ray, | 

Glanc'd from th' imperfect ſurfaces = + 

Flings half an image on the ſtraining eye, 

While wavering woods, and villages, and ſtreams, 

And rocks, and mountain - tops, that long retain'd 1690 

Th' aſcending gleam, are all one ſwimming ſcene, 

Uncertain if beheld. Sudden wk heaven - 

Thence Viſion turns, where, ing ſ⸗ 

The —— of love, with — 

Sweet Venus ſhines ; and from her genial riſe, 1695 

When day- light ſickens till it. {prings afreſh, 

Unrival'd reigns the faireſt lamp of night. 

As thus th' effulgence tremulous I drink, | 

With cheriſh'd gaze, the lambent lightnings ſhoot 

Acroſs the iky, or horizontal dart 1700 

In wondrous ſhapes, by fearful murmuring crowds 

Portentous deem'd. Amid the radiant. orbs, 

That more than deck, that animate the ſky, 

The life · infuſing ſuns of other worlds, 

Lo! from the dread immenſity of ſpace 1705 

Returning, with accelerated courſe, 

The ruſhing comet to the ſun deſcends, 

And as he ſinks below the ſhading earth, 

With awful train projected o'er the heavens, _ 

Phe guilty nations tremble. But, above 1710 

Thoſe ſuperſtitious horrors that enſlave 

The fond ſequacious herd, to myſtic faith ; 

And blind amazement prone, th' enlighten'd few, 

Whole godlike minds Philoſophy exalts, | 

The glorious ſtranger hail. They feel a joy 1713 

Divinely great; they in their powers exult, 
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That wondrous force of thought, which, mounting, 
This duſky ſpots and meaſures all the ſky; I ſpurns 
While from his far excurſion thro* the wilds 
Of barren æther, faithful to his time, 1920 
They ſee the blazing wonder riſe anew, 1 
In ſeeming” terror clad, but kindly bent 
To work the will of all- ſuſtaining Love; 
From his huge vapoury train aps to ſhake 
Revivin a, ow. = t numerous — 1925; 
Through which his ellipſis winds; perhaps 
To lend new fuel to ys, frm ſuns, 
To light up worlds, and feed th* eternal fire. 

With thee, ſerene n with a 
And thy bright garland, let me crown 17 
— 4 and truth W 
A luſtre ſhedding o'er the ennobled mind, 
Stronger than ſummer-noon, and pure as that 
Whole mild vibrations ſooth the parted foul, 
New to the dawning of celeſtial day. : 1735 
Hence thro' her nouriſh'd powers, enlarg'd by thee, 
She ſprings aloft, with elevated pride, 
Above the tangling mals of low deſires, | 
That bind the fluttering crowd ; and, angel-wing'd, 
The heights of ſcience and of virtue een 1740 
Where all is calm and clear; with Nature round, 
Or in the ſtarry regions or th* abyſs, 
To Reaſon's and to Fancy's eye diſplay'd; 
The firſt up-tracing, from the dreary void, 
The chain of cauſes and effects to him, * 
The world - produce ing Eſſence, who alone 5 
Poſſeſſes being; while the laſt receives 
The whole magnificence of heaven and earth, 
And every beauty, delicate or bold, 
Obvious or more remote, with livelier ſenſe 2730 
Diffuſive painted on the rapid mind. 
Tutor'd by thee, hence Poetry exhalts 
Her voice to ages, and informs the © page 
With muſic, image, ſentiment, and thought, 
Never to die, the treaſure of mankind ! 1755 
Their higheſt honour, 1 I joy! 
2 
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Without thee what were unenlighten'd Man? 
A ſavage, roaming thro” the s and wilds 
In quelt of prey, and with the unfaſhion'd tur. 
Rough-clad, devoid of every finer art 17560 
And elegance of life. Nor happineſs part! 
Domeſtic, mix'd of tenderneſs and care, 
Nor moral excellence, nor ſocial bliſs, 45 
Nor guardian law, were his ; nor various ſkill 
To turn the furrow, or to guide the tool 1765 
Mechanic; nor the beaven- conducted prow 
Of navigation bold, that fearleſs btaves 
The burning line, or dares the wintry pole! 
Mother ſevere of infinite delights ! l 
Nothing, ſave rapine, indolence, and guile, 1770 
And woes on woes, a ſtill-reyolving train! | 
Whoſe horrid circle had made human life 
Than non-exiſtence worſe ; but, taught by thee, 
Ours are the plans of policy and peace: Y 
To live like brothers, and, conjunctive all, 1775 
Embelliſh life, While thus laborious crowds _ 
Ply the tough oar, Philoſophy directs 
The ruling helm ; or, like the liberal breath 0 
Of potent Heaven, inviſible, the ſail "ITY 
Swells out, and bears th' inferior world along. 1780 

Nor to this evaneſcent ſpeck of earth 
Poorly confin'd, the radiant tracts on high 
Are her exalted range, intent to gaze 
Creation thro', and, from that full complex 4 
Of never-ending wonders, to conceive 1785 
Of the ſole Being right, who ſpoke the word, 
And Nature mov'd compleat. With inward view 
Thence on th? ideal kingdom ſwift ſhe turns 
Her eye, and inſtant, at her powerful glance, 

Th* obedient phantoms vaniſh or appear, 1790 
Compound, divide, and into order ſhiſt, 111 
Each to his rank, from plain perception up 
To the fair forms of Fancy's Nang train; 
To reaſon then, deducing truth from truth, 
And notion quite abſtract, where firſt begins 1793 
The world of ſpirits, action all, and life 
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Unfetter*d and unmix d. But here the cloud, 

So wills eternal Providence, fits deep: 

Enough for us to know that this dark ſtate, 

In wayward paſſions loſt and vain purſuits, 1300 
This infancy of being, cannot | 

The final iſſue of the works of God, 

By boundleſs love and perfect wiſdom form d, 

And ever riſing with the riling mind. 
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THE SEASONS. 
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Autumn, I 


The Argument. 
TINY GOES mounds: Addreſſed to Mr. Onflow, A proſpect of the fields 
for Reflections in praiſe of induſtry, rais'd by that view. Reap- 
A Tale relative to it. A harveft-torm. Shootin hunting, their bar- 
A ludicr-us account of fox hunting. A view of an ofchard. Wall-fruit. 
A deſcription of fogs frequent in the latter part of AO; 
whence 2 inquiring into the riſe of fountains rivers. Birds 
ſeaſbn conſidered, that now ſhift their habitation. The protigivus number of 
them that cover the northern and weitern Iſtes of Scotiand ; hence à view of the 
cout ry. A proipe@ of the diſcoloured, fading woods. After a gentle duſky 
day, moon-light. Autumnal mer-ors. Morning; to which fucceeds à cam, 
pure, ſun-ſhiny day, ſuch as uſually Chuis up the ſeaſon. The harveſt being 
gathered in, the cou try diſſowed in joy. The whole concludes with a panegy ic 
on 4 philoſophical life. 7 


. * 


coun'ry 


CROWN'D with the ſickle and the wheaten ſheaf, 
While Autumn, nodding o'er the yellow plain, 
Comes jovial on, the Doric reed once more, 
Well pleas d, I tune. Whate'cr the Wintry froſt 
Nitrous prepar'd, the various-bloſſom'd Spring «x 
Put in white promiſe forth, and Summer funs 
Concocted ſtrong, ruſh boundleſs nov to view, 
Full, perfect all, and ſwell my glorious theme, 
Onſlow! the Muſe, ambiticus cf thy name, 
To grace, inſpire, and dignify her ſong, 10 
Would from the Public Voice thy gentle ear 
A while engage. Thy noble cares ſhe knows, 1 
The patr. ot virtues that diſtend thy thought, 
Spread on thy front, and in thy boſom glow, 
bile liſtening ſenates hang upon thy tongue, 13 
Devolving through the maze of eloquence , 
A roll ot periods ſweeter than her ſong. 
But ſhe, too, pants for public virtue; ſhe, 
Tho* weak of power, yet ſtrong in ardent will, 
Whene'er her country ruſhes on her heart, 20 
Aſſumes a bolder note, and fondly tries 
To mix the patriot's with the poet's flame. 
When the bright Virgin gives the beauteous days, 
And Libra wei = in equal ſcales the year, 
From heaven's high cope the fhicrce entalgence ſhook 25 
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Of parting Summer, a ſerener blue, F431 
With golden light enliven'd, wide inveſts 
The happy world. Attemper'd ſuns ariſe, 
Sweer- beam' d, and ſhedding oft” thro* lucid clouds 
A pleaſing calm, while broad and brown, below, 30 
Extenſive harveſts hang the heavy head. 
Rich, filent, deep, they ſtand ; for not a gale 
Rolls its light billows o'er the bending plain: 
A calm of plenty ! till the ruffled air it 24H 
Falls from its poiſe, and gives the breeze to blow. 35 
Rent is the fleecy mantle of the ſky, WO 
The clouds fly different, and the ſudilen fun 
By fits effulgent gilds th* illumin'd field, 
And black, by fits, the ſhadows ſweep along: 
A gaily-checker'd heart-expanding view, 
Far as the circling eye can ſhoot around, i 
Ven toſſing 1 a flood of mon 

eſe are thy bleſſings, Induſtry } rough power 
Whom labour ſtill attends, and 7 and ks ; 
Vet the kind ſource of every gentle art, 45 
And all the ſoft civility of lifes | 
Raiſer of human kind! by Nature caſt 
Naked, and helpleſs, out amid the woods 
And wilds, to rude inclement elements ; 
With various ſeeds of art deep in the mind 50 
Implanted, and profuſely pour'd around b 
Materials infinite, but idle all. 
Still unexerted, in th* unconſcious breaft 
Slept th* lethargic powers; Corruption ſtill, 
Voracious, ſwallow'd what the liberal hand 35 
Of Bounty ſcatter'd o'er the ſavage year ; 
And itill the fad barbarian, roving, mix'd 
With beaſts of prey, or for his acorn-meal | 
Fought the fierce tuſky boar: a ſhivering wretch! 
Aghaſt, and comfortleſs, when the bleak North, 60 
With Winter charg'd, let the mix'd tempeſt fly, 
Hail, rain, and ſnow, and bitter-hreathing froit; 
Then to the thelter of the hut he fled, 
Ard the wild ſeaſon, ſordid, pin'd away : 
For home he had not; home is the teſort 6 5 
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Of love, of joy, of peace, and y, where 
Supporting and ſupported, polith'd friends 7 
And dear relations mingle into bliſs. 

But this the rugged ſavage never felt, 8 
E'en deſolate in crowds; and thus his days 


Roll'd heavy, .dark, and unenjoy'd along ! I 
A waſte of time! till Induſtry approach'd, 
And rous'd him from his miſerable ſloth; 
His faculties unfolded, pointed out 
Where laviſl: Nature the directing hand 75 


Of Art demanded ; ſhew'd him how to raiſe 

His feeble force by the mechanic powers, 

To dig the mineral from the vaulted earth, 

On what to turn the piercing rage of fire, 

On what the torrent and the gather'd blaſt ; $0 

Gave the tall ancient foreſt to his axe; 

Taught him to chip the wood and hew the ſtone, 

Til! by degrees the finſh'd fabric roſe ; 

Tore — his limbs the blood polluted fur, 

And wrapt them in the woolly veſtment warm, 35 

Or bright in gloſſy filk and flowing lawn; 

With wholeſome viands fill'd his table, pour'd 

The generous glaſs around, inſpir'd to wake 

The life-refining ſoul of decent Wit; 

Nor ſtopp'd at barren bare neceſſity, 

But ſtil! advancing bolder, led him on 

To pomp, to pleaſure, elegance, and grace; 

And, breathing high Ambition thro' his ſoul, 

Set Science, wiſdom, glory, in his view, 

And bade him be the Lord of all below. 96 
Then gathering men their natural powers combin'd, 

And form'd a public, to the general good 

Submitting, aiming, and conducting all. 

For this the Patriot Council met, the full, | 

The free, and fairly repreſented Whole ; 100 

For this they plann'd the holy guardian laws, 

Diſtinguiſh'd orders, animated arts, |; 

And with joint force Oppreſſion chaining, ſet 

Imperial Juſtice at the helm; yet ſtill 

To them accountable : nor ſlaviſh dream'd 
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That toiling millions muſt reſign their weal, 
And all the honey of their ſearch, to ſuch 
As for themſelves alone themſelves have rais'd. 
Hence every form of cultivated life 
In order ſet, protected, and inſpir'd, \ 110 
Into perfection wrought. Uniting all, 
Society grew num'rous, high, polite, 
And happy. Nurſe of art! the City rear'd, 
In beauteous pride, her tower-encircled head, 
And, ſtretchirg ſtr:et on ſtr:et, by thouſands drew, 115 
From twining woody haunts, or the tough yew 
To bows ſtrong ſtraining, her aſpiring ſons. 
Then Commerce brought into the public walk 
The buſy merchant; the big warehouſe built, 119 
Rais'd the it crane, chok'd up the loaded (treet = 
With foreign plenty, and thy ſtream, O Thames!” 
Large, gentle, deep, majeſtic, king of floods! _ 
Choſe for his grand reſort. On either hand, 
Like a long wint'ry foreſt, groves of maſts ; 
Shot up their ſpires; the belly ing ſheet between 125 
Poſſeſs d the breezy void; the footy hulk Me 
Steer d ſluggiſh on; the ſplendid barge along 
Row'd, regular, to harmony; around ö 
The boat, light-ſkimming, ſtretch'd its vary wings; 
While deep the various voice of fervent Toil 130 
From bank to bank increas'd ; whence ribb'd with oak, 
To bear the Britiſh thunder, black and bold, 
The roaring veſlel:ruſh'd into the main. | 
Thea too, the pillar d dome magnific heav'd 
Its ample roof, and Luxury within 135 
Pour'd out her glittering ſtores: the canvas ſmooth, - 
With glowing life protuberant, to the view 
Embodied roſe; the ſtatue ſeem'd to breathe 
And ſoften into fleſh, beneath the touch 
Of forming Art, imagination-fluſh'd. 140 
All is the gift of Induſtry ; whate'er 60 
Exalts, embelliſhes, ant renders life 
Delightful, Penſive Winter, cheer'd by him, 
Sits at the ſocial fire, and happy hears 
The excluded tempeſt idly rave along ; 145 
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His harden'd fingers deck the gaudy Spring; 
Without him Summer were an arid waſte, ! 
Nor to th*' Autumnal months could thus tranſmit 
Thoſe full, mature, immeaſurable ſtores, 
That, waving round, recall my wandering ſong. 1 50 
3 as the morning trembles o'er the ſky, 
nd unperceiv'd unfolds the 1] i j 
Before the ripened field the i 
In fair array, each by the laſs he loves, 
To bear the rougher part, and mitigate, 155 
By nameleſs gentle offices, her toil. | 
At once they ſtoop and ſwell the luſty ſheaves, 
While thro' their cheerful band the rural talk, 
The rural fcandal, and the rural jeſt, ; 
Fly harmleſs, to deceive the tedious time, 160 
And ſteal, unfelt, the ſultry hours away. 
Behind the maſter walks, builds up the ſhocks, 
And, conſcious, glancing oft“ on every fide 
His ſated eye, feels his heart heave with joy. 
The gleaners ſpread around, and here and there, 163 
Spike after ſpike, their ſcanty harveſt pick. 
Be not too narrow, Huſbandmen ! but flin 
From the full ſheaf, with charitable ſtealth, 
The liberal handful. Think, oh, grateful think! 
How good the God of Harveſt is to you, 170 
Who pours abundance o'er your flowing fields, 
While theſe unhappy partners of your king 
Wide-hover round you, like the — of heav'n, 
And aſk their humble dole. The various turns 
Of Fortune ponder ; that your ſons may want 175 
What now, with hard reluctance, faint, ye give. 
The lovely young Lavinia once had friends, 
And Fortune fmil'd, deceitful, on her birth: 
For in her helpleſs years depriv'd of all, 
Of every ſtay, ſave innocence and Heaven, 180 
She with her widow'd mother, feeble, old, 
And poor, liv'd in a cottage,” far retir!d 
Among the windings of a woody vale 
By ſolitude and deep-ſurrounding ſhades, | 
But more by baſhful modeſty, conceal'd. 185 
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Together thus they ſhunn'd the cruel ſcorn 

Which Virtue, ſunk to poverty, would meet 

From giddy Paſſion and low-minded Pride: 

Almoſt on W 9 ai bounty fed, | 

Like the gay birds that ſung them to ſe, 190 

Content, = careleſs of — — ? 

Her form was freſher than the morning roſe, 

When the dew wets its leaves ; unſtain'd and pure, 

As is the lily or the mountain ſnow. | 

The modeſt virtues mingled in her eyes, 195 

Still on the ground, dejected, darting all | 

Their humid beams into the blooming flowers; 

Or when the mournful tale her mother told, 

Of what her faithleſs fortune promis'd-once, 

Thrill'd in her thought, they, like the dewy ſtar 200 

Of evening, ſhone in tears. A native grace 2 

Sat fair proportion'd on her poliſh'd limbs, 

Veil'd in a ſimple robe, their beſt attire, 

Beyond the pump of dreſs ; for Lovelineſs 

Needs not the foreign aid of ornament, 205 

Bot is, when unadorn'd, adorn'd the moſt, | 

oughtleſs of beauty, ſhe was Beauty's ſelf, 

Recluſe, amid the cloſe embowering woods. 

As in the hollow breaſt of Appenine, 1 

Beneath the ſhelter of encircling bills, 210 

A myrtle riſes, far from human eye, 

And breathes its balmy fragrance o'er the wild, 

So flouriſh'd blooming, and unſeen by all, | 

The ſweet Lavinia; till, at length, compell'd 

By ſtrong Neceſſity's ſupreme command, 215 

With ſmiling patience in ber looks, the went 

To glean Palemon's fields. The pride of twains 

Palemon was! the generous, and the rich! 

Who led the rural life in all its joy 

And elegance, ſuch as Arcadian ſong 229 

Tranſmits from ancient uncorrupted times, 

When tyrant Cuſtom had not ſhackled Man, 

But free to follow Nature was the mode. 

He then, his fancy with Autumnal ſcenes 

Amuſing, chanc'd beſide his rcaper-train 225 
2 - 
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To walk, when poor Lavinia drew his eye, 
Unconſcious of her power, and turning: quick, 

With unaffected bluſhes, from his gaze. 

He ſaw her charming; but he ſaw not half | 
The charms her downcaſt modeſty conceal'd. 230 
That very moment love and chaſte deſire 
Sprung in his boſom, to himſelf unknown; 
For ſtill the world prevail'd, and its dread laugh, 
Which ſcarce the firm philoſopher can ſcorn, | 
Slwvld his heart own a gleaner in the field; 235 
And thus in ſecret to his foul he figh'd : 

« What pity! that fo delicate a form, 
« By Beauty kindled, where enlivening Senſe, 
« And more than vulgar Goodneſs, ſeem to dwell, 
« $honld be devoted to the rude embrace 240 
« Of ſome indecent clown! She looks, methinks, 
« Of old Acaſto's line, and to my mind | 
« Recalls that patron of my happy life, 
% From whom my liberal fortune took its riſe, 
c Now to the tut gone down, his houſes, lands, 
« And once fair-ſpreading family diſſolv d. 246 
« *Tis ſaid that in ſome lone obſcure retreat, 
„ Urg'd by remembranee ſad, and decent pride, 
« Far from thoſe ſcenes which knew their better days, 
& His aged widow and his any e live, "IP 
« Whom yet my frui-leſs ſearch could never find. 
« Romantic wiſh! would this the daughter were!“ 

When, ſtrict enquiring, from herſelf he found 
She was the ſame, the daughter of his friend, 
Of bountiful Acaſto, who can ſpeak +. "wa 
The mingled pathons that ſurpr1z'd his heart, 
And thro” his nerves in ſhivering tranſport ran? 
Then blaz'd his (mother'd flame, avow'd, and bold: 
And, as he view'd her, ardent, o'er and o'er, 
Love, Gratitude, and Pity, wept at once. 260 
Contus'd, and frighten'd at his ſudden tears, 
Her rihug beanties fluſſ d a higher bloom, 
As thus Palemon, palſionate and juſt, 
Pour'd out the pious rapture of his ſoul. 
„% And art thou, then, Acaſto's dear remains? 265 
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te She, whom my reſtleſs gratitude has ſought 

« So long in vain? O heavens! the very ſame, 

« The ſoften'd image of my noble friend; 

« Alive his every look, his every feature, 

More elegantly touch'd. Sweeter than Spring, 270 

« Thou ſole ſurviving bloſſom from the root 

That nouriſh'd up my fortune! Say, ah where, 

% In what ſequeſter d deſart haſt thou drawn 

« The Kindel aſpect of delighted Heaven! 

« Into ſuch beauty ſpread, and blown ſo fair, 273 

« Tho' poverty's cold wind, and cruſhing rain, 

«© Beat keen and heavy on thy tender years? 

« O let me now into a richer ſoil 

« Tranſplant thee ſafe ! where vernal ſuns and ſhowers 

« Diffuſe their warmeſt, largeſt influence, © 280 

« And of my garden be the pride and joy! a 

„Ill it befits thee, oh it ill befits | 

« Acaſto's daughter, his whoſe open ſtores, 

«© Tho? vaſt, were little to his ampler heart, 

« The father of a country, thus to pick 285 

&© The very refuſe of thoſe harveſt fields, 5 

© Which from his bounteous friendſhip I enjoy. 

© Then throw that ſhameful pittance from thy hand, 

« But ill apply'd to ſuch a rugged taſk : 

«« The fields, the maſter, all, my Fair! are thine, 290 

ce Tt to the various bleſſings which thy houſe _ 

« Has on me laviſh'd, thou wilt add that bliſs, 

That deareſt bliſs, the power of bleſſing thee!” 
Here ceas'd the youth; yet ſtill his ſpeaking eye 

Expreſs'd the ſacred triumph of his foul, 295 

With conſcious virtue, gratitude, and love, 

Above the vulgar joy CY rais'd, 

Nor waited he reply. Won by the charm 

Of goodneſs irreſiſtible, and al 

In (weet diſorder loſt, ſhe bluſh'd conſent. 300 

The news immediate to her mother brought, 

While, pierc'd with anxious thought, ſhe pin'd away 

The lonely moments for Lavinia's fate: 

Amaz'd, and ſcarce believing what ſhe heard, 

Joy ſeiz'd her wither'd * and one bright gleam 
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Of ſetting life ſhone on her evening hours ; 305 
Not leſs'enraptur'd than the happy pair, 

Who flouriſh'd long in tender bliſs, and rear*d 
A numerous offspring, lovely like themſelves, 
And good, the grace of all the country round. 310 

Defeating oft* the Jabours of the year, | 
The ſultry South collects a potent blaſt. 

At firſt the groves are {carcely ſeen to ſtir 
Their trembling tops, and a ſtill murmur runs 
Aleng the ſoft- inclining fields of corn: 315 
But as the atrial tempeſt fuller ſwells, 
And in one mighty ftream, inviſible, 
Immenſe, the whole excited atmoſphere 
Impetuous ruſhes o'er the ſounding world: 
$train'd to the root, the ſtooping foreſt pours 320 
A rattling ſhower of yet untimely leaves; 
High beat, the circling mountains eddy in 
From the bare wild the diſſipated ſtorm, 
And ſend it in a torrent down the vale, 
Expos'd and naked to its utmoſt. rage, 
Thro' all the ſea of harveſt rolling round, 
The billowy plain floats wide, nor can evade, 
Tho? pliant to the blaſt, its ſeizing force, 
Or whirl'd in air, or into vacant chaff 
Shook waſte : and ſometimes, too, a burſt of rain, 430 
Swept from the black horizon, broad deſcends 
In one continuous flood, Still over-head 
The mingling tempeſt weaves its gloom, and till 
The deluge deepens, till the fields around 
Lie ſunk and flatted in the ſordid wave. 335 
Sudden the ditches ſwell, the meadows ſwim. 
Red from the hills, innumerable ſtreams 
Tumultuous roar, and high above its banks 
'The river lift, before whole ruſhing tide 
Herds, flocks and harveſts, cotrages and ſwains, 340 
Roll mingled down ; all that the winds had ſpar'd 
In one wild moment ruin'd ; the big hopes 
And well earn'd treaſures of the painful year, 
Fled to ſome eminence, the huſbandman, 
Helplefs, brholds the miſerable wreck 
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Drivin 3 his drowning ox at once - . - 
Deſcending, with his (ROS ſcatter'd round, 
He ſees; and inſtant o'er his ſhivering thought ; - 
Comes Winter unprovided, and a train | 
Of claimant children dear. Ye Maſters! then 1350 
Be mindful of the rough laborious hand 1 77 
That ſinks you ſoft in elegance and eaſr; 1 
Be mindful of thoſe limbs, in ruſſet clad, 8 
Whoſe toil to yours is warmth and graceful pride; 
And, oh! he mindful of that ſparing board 355 
Which covers yours with luxury profuſe, T 
Makes your glaſs ſparkle and your ſenſe rejoice ! 
Nor cruelly demand what the deep rains | 
And all- involving winds have ſwept away. © 
Here the rude clamour of the ſportſman's joy, 460 
The gun faſt-thundering, and the winded horn, 
Would tempt the Mule to ſing the rural game; 
How in his mid-career the ſpaniel, ſtruck | 
Stiff by the tainted gale, with open noſe, 625 
Outſtretch'd, and finely ſenſible, draws full, 365 
Fearful, and cautious, on the latent prey. | 
As in the ſun the circling covey baſk 
Their varied plumes, aud, watchtul every way, 
Throꝰ the rough ſtubble turn the ſecret eye, 
Caught in the meſhy ſnare, in vain they beat 370 
Their idle wings, entangled more and more, | 
Nor on the ſurges of the boundleſs air, | 
Tho” borne triumphant, are they ſafe; the gun, 
Glanc'd juſt and ſudden from the fowler's eye, 
O'ertakes their ſounding pinions, and again, 375 
Immediate, brings them trom the towering wing, 
Dead to the ground; or drives them wide diſpers'd, 
Wounded, and wheeling various, down the wind. 
Theſe are not ſubjects for the peaceful Mule, 
Nor will ſhe ſtain with ſuch her ſpotleſs ſong, 380 
Then moſt delighted when ſhe ſocial ſees 
The whole mix'd animal-creation round 
Alive and happy. Tis not joy to her | 
This falſely cheerful barbarous game of death z -, 
This rage of pleaſure, n the reſtleſs youth 3683 
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Awakes, impatient, with the gleaming morn 
When beaſts of prey retire, that all night long, 
Urg'd by Neceſſity, had rang'd the dark, 
As if their conſcious ravage ſhunn'd the light, 
Aſham'd. Not fo the ſteady tyrant Man, 290 
Who, with the thoughtleſs inſolence of power 
Inflam'd, beyond the moſt infuriate wrath 
Of the worſt monſter that e er roam'd the waſte, 
For ſport alone purſues the cruel chace, / 
Amid the beamings of the gentle days. 395 
Upbraid, ye ravening Tribes! our wanton rage; 
For hunger kindles you, and lawleſs want ; 
But laviſh fed, in Nature's bounty roll'd, 
To joy at anguiſh, and delight in blood, 
Is what your horrid boſoms never knew. 400 
Poor 4 the triumph o'er the timid hare ! 
Scar*d from the corn, and now to ſome lone ſeat 
Retir'd; the ruſhy fen, the ragged furze; 
Stretch'd o'er the ſtony heath, the ſtubble chapt; 
The thiſtly lawn, the thick-entangled broom; 405 
Of the ſame friendly hue the wither'd fern; 
The fallow ground laid open to the ſun, 
Concoctive; and the nodding ſandy bank, 
Hung o'er the mazes of the mountain brook : 
Vain is her beſt precaution, tho' ſhe ſits 410 
Conceal'd, with folded ears, unſlceping eyes, 
By Nature rais'd to take the horizon in, 
And head couch'd cloſe betwixt her hairy feet, 
In a& to ſpring away, The ſcented dew 
Betrays her early labyrinth ; -and deep, 415 
In ſcatter'd ſullen openings, far behind, 
With every — hears the coming ſtorm: 
But nearer, and more frequent, as it loads 
The ſighing gale, ſhe ſprings amaz d, and all 
The ſavage foul of Game is up at once: 420 
The pack full opening, various; the ſhrill horn 
Re ſounded from the hills; the neighing ſeed, 
Wild for the chaſe ; and the loud hunter's ſhout ; 
O'er a weak, harmleſs, flying creature, all 
Mix'd in mad tumult and iſcordant joy. 425 
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The ſtag too, ſingled from the herd, where lon 
He rang d the branching monarch of the ſhades, 
Before the tempeſt drives. At firſt, in ſpeed, | 
He, ſprightly, puts his faith ; and, rous'd by fear, 
Gives all his ſwift aerial ſoul to flight, 430 
Againſt the breeze he darts, that way the more 
To leave the leſſening murderous cry behind: 
Deception ſhort ! tho? fleeter than the winds 
Blown o'er the keen air*'d mountains by the North 
He burſts the thickets, glances, thro? the glades, 435 
And plunges deep into the wildeſt wood; | 
If flow, yet ſure, adheſive to the track, 
Hot ſteaming, up behind him come agai 
Th' inhuman rout, and from the ſhady depth 
Expel him, circling thro” his every ſhift, 
He ſweeps the foreſt oft', and, ſobbing, ſees 
The glades mild opening to the golden day, 
Where in kind conteſt with his butting friends 
He wont to ſtruggle, or his loves enjoy. 
Oft' in the full deſcending flood he tries 445 
To loſe the ſcent, and lave his burning fades; 
Oft' ſeeks the herd; the watchful herd, alarm'd, 
With ſelfiſh care avoid a brother's woe. 
What ſhall he do? his once ſo-vivid nerves, 
So full of buoyant ſpirit, now no more 
Inſpire the courſe, but faint ing, «breathleſs toil, 
Sick, ſeizes on his heart: he ſtands at bay, 
And puts his laſt weak refuge in deſpair. 
The big round tears run down his dappled face; 
He groans in anguiſh, while the growling pack, 455 
Blood-happy, hang at his fair jutring cheſt, 
And mark his beauteous checker d ſides with gore. 
Of this enough. But if the ſylvan youth, 
Whoſe fervent blood boils into violence, | 
Muſt have the chaſe, behold, deſpiſing flight, 46c 
The rous'd-up lion, reſolute and flow, 
Advancing full on the protended ſpear, 
And coward-band, that circling wheel aloof, 
Slunk trom the cavern and the troubled wood, . 
dee the grim wolf; on ay his ſhaggy foe | 465 
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VindiAive fix, and let the ruffian die; 
Or, growling horrid, as the brindled boar 
Grins fell deftruftion, to the monſter's heart 
Let rhe dart lighten from the nervous arm. 
Theſe Britain knows not. Give, ye Britons! then, 
Your ſportive fury, pitileſs, to pour | 471 
Looſe on the nightly robber of the fold; 
Him from his craggy winding haunts unearth'd, 
Let all the thunder of the chace purſue. 
Throw the broad ditch behind you; o'er the hedge 47 5 
High-bound reſiſtleſs; nor the deep morals 
Refuſe, but thro* the ſhaking wilderneſs 
Pick your nice way; into the perilous flood 
Bear fearleſs, of the raging inſtinct full; 
And as you ride the torrent, to the banks 480 
Vour triumph ſound ſonorous, running round 
From rock to rock, in circling echoes toſt; 
Then ſcale the mountains to their woody tops, 
Ruſh down the dangerous ſteep, and o'er the lawn, 
In fancy ſwallowing up the ſpace between, 435 
Pour all your ſpeed into the rapid game; 
For happy he who tops the wheeling chaſe, 
Has every maze evolv'd, and every guile 
Diſclos'd ; who knows the merits of the pack; 
Who ſaw the villain ſeiz'd, ard dying hard, 490 
Without complaint, tho* by an hundred mouths 
Relentleſs torn: O, glorious he, beyond 
His daring peers! when the retreating horn 
Calls them to ghoſtly halls of grey renown, 
With woodland honours grac'd ; the fox's fur, 495 
Depending decent from the roof, and, ſpread 
| Round the drear walls, with antique figures fierce, 
The ſtag's large front; he then is loudeſt heard, 
When the night ſtaggers with ſeverer toils, 
With feats Theſſalian Centaurs never knew, $00 
And their repeated wenders thake the dome. 

But firſt the fuel'd chimney blazes wide: 

The tankards foam; and the ſtrong table groans 
Beneath the ſmoking firloin, ſtretch'd immenſe 
From fide to fide, in which, with deſperate knife, 505 
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deep inciſion make, and talk the while 


They 
Of England's glory, ne'er to be defac'd 
y 


While hence t orrow vigour z or amain 
Into the paſty plung'd at intervals, 
If ſtomach keen can intervals allow, 510 
Relating all the glories of the chace. 
Then ſated Hunger bids his brother Thirſt 
Produce the mighty bowl; the mighty bowl, 
Swell'd high with fiery juice, teams liberal round, 
A potent gale, delicious as the breath 515 
Of Maia to the love · ſick ſhepherdeſs, 
On violets diffus'd, while ſoft ſhe hears 
Her panting ſhepherd ſtealing to her arms. 
Nor wanting is the brown October, drawn, 
Mature and perfect, from his dark retreat $20 
Of thirty years; and now his honeſt front 
Flames in the light refulgent, not afraid 
Een with the vineyard's beit produce to vie. 
To cheat the thirſty moments, whilt a while 
Walks his dull round, beneath a cloud of ſmoke, 525 
Wreath'd, fragrant, from the pipe z or the quick dice, 
In thunder leaping from the box, awake 
The ſounding gammon : while romp-loving miſs 
Is haul'd about in gallantry robuſt, 
At laſt theſe puling idleneſſes laid 530 
Aſide, frequent and tull, the dry divan 
Cloſe in firm circle, and ſet ardent in 
For ſerious drinking. Nor evaſion fly, 
Nor ſober ſhift, is to the puking wretch 
Indulg'd apart ; but earneſt brimming bowls $35 
Lave every ſoul, the table fioating round, 
And pavement, faithleſs to the tuddled foot. 
Thus as they ſwim in mutual (will, the talk, 
Vociferous at once from twenty tongues, h 
Reels faſt from theme to theme; trom horſes, bounds, 
To church or miſtreis, politics or ghoſt, 541 
In endleſs mazes, intricate, perplex d. 
Mean- time, with ſudden interruption, loud 
Th' impatient catch burſts from the joyous heart: 


That moment touch'd is ev'ry kindred foul, $45 
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And, opening in a full-mouth'd cry of joy, 
The laugh, the flap, the jocund curſe, go round, 
While, trom their ſlumbers ſhook, the kennel'd hounds 
Mix in the muſic of the day again. 
As when the tempeſt, that has vex'd the deep 3 50 
The dark night long, with fainter murmurs falls, 
So, gradual, ſinks their mirth. Their feeble tongues, 
Unable to take up the cumbrous word, | 
Lie quite diſſolv' d. Before their maudlin eyes, 
deen dim and blue, the double tapers dance, 555 
Like the ſun wading thro' the miſty (ky. 
Then ſliding ſoft, they drop. Confus'd above, 
Glaſſes and bottles, pipes and gazetteers, 
As if the table een itſelf was drunk, 
Lie a wet broken ſcene : and wide below 560 
Is heap'd the ſocial ſlaughter ; where aſtride 
The lubber Power in filthy triumpn fits, 
Slumbrous, inclining ſtill from fide to fide, 
And ſteeps them drench'd in potent ſleep till morn. 
Perhaps ſome doctor, of tremendous paunch, 565 
Awful and deep, a black abyſs of drink, 
Outlives them all, and from his bury'd flock 
Retiring, full of rumination ſad, 
Laments the weakneſs of theſe latter times. 

But if the rougher ſex by this fierce ſport 570 

Is hurried wild, let not ſuch horrid joy 
E'er ſtain the boſom of the Britiſh Fair. 
Far be the ſpirit of the chaſe from them 
Uncomely courage, unbeſeeming kill ; 
To ſpring the fence, to rein the prancing ſteed; 575 
The cap, the whip, the maſculine attire, 
In which they roughen to the ſenſe, and all 
The winning ſoftneſs of their ſex is loſt. 
In them 'tis graceful to diſſolve at woe; 

With every motion, every word, to wave 580 
Quick o'er the kindling cheek the ready bluſh, 
And trom the ſmalleſt violence to ſhrink 
Unequal, then the lovliett in their fears; 
And by this filent adulaticn, fot, 

To their protection more engaging man. 585 
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O may their eyes no miſerable Ae 
Save weeping lovers, ſee | a nobler game, 
Thro' love's enchanting wiles purſu'd, yet fled, 
In chaſe ambiguous. May their tender limbs 
Float in the looſe ſimplicity of dreſs! 590 
And, faſhion'd all to harmony, alone 
Know they to ſeize the captivated ſoul, 
In rapture warbled from love-breathing lips; 
To teach the lute to languiſh ; with ſmooth ſtep, 
Diſcloſing motion in its every charm, 595 
To ſwim along, and ſwell the mazy dance; 
To train the foliage o'er the ſnowy lawn ; . 
To guide the pencil, turn the tuneful page; 
To ſend new flavour to the fruitful year, 
And heighten Nature's dainties: in their race 600 
To rear their graces into ſecond life; 
To give ſociety its higheſt taſte ; 
Well-order'd home man's beſt delight to make; 
And by ſubmiſſive wiſdom, modeſt ſkill, 
With every gentle care-eluding art 60 5 
To raiſe the virtues, animate the bliſs, 
And ſweeten all the toils of human life: 
This be the female dignity and praiſe ! 
Ye Swains | now haſten to the-hazel bank, 
Where down yon' dale the wildly winding brook 610 
Falls hoarſe from ſteep to ſteep. In cloſe array, 
Fit for the thickets, and the tangling ſhrub, 
Ye Virgins! come: for you their lateſt ſong 
The woodlands raiſe ; the cluſtering nuts for you 
The lover finds amid the ſecret ſhade, 615 
And, where they burniſh on the topmoſt bough, 
With active vigour cruſhes down the tree, 
Or ſhakes them ripe from the reſigning huſk ; 
A gloſſy ſhower, and of an ardent brown, 
As are the ringlets of Melinda's hair ; 620 
Melinda! form'd with every grace complete, 
Yet theſe neglecting, above beauty wile, 
And far tranſcending ſuch a vulgar praiſe. 
Hence from the buſy joy-reſounding fields, | 
In cheerful exror let us tread the maze 625 
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Of Autumn — and taſte, reviv'd, 
The breath of orchard big with bending fruit. 
Obedient to the breeze and beating ray, 
From the deep · loaded — a mellow ſnower 


Inceſſant melts away. The juicy pear 630 

Lies, in a ſoft profuſion, ſcatter d round. 

A. various ſweetneſs ſwells the gentle race, 

By Nature's all-refining hand prepar'd, 

Of temper d ſun and water, earth and air, 

In ever-changing compolition mixt. | 635 

Such falling frequent thro* the chiller night, 

The fragrant ſtores, the wide - projected heaps 

Of apples, which the luſty-handed Year, + 

Innumerous, o'er the bluſhing orchard ſhakes. 

A various ſpirit, freſh, delicious, keen, 

Dwells in their gelid pores ; and, active, points 

The piercing cyder for the thirſty tongue : 

Thy native theme, and boon inſpirer, too, 

Paillips ! Pomona's bard; the ſecond thou 

Who nobly durſt, in rhyme-unfetter'd verſe, 645 

With Britiſh freedom, ſing the Britiſh ſong ; 

How, from Silurian vats high ſparkling wines 

Foam in tranſparent floods ; ſome ftrong, to cheer 

The wint'ry revels of the labouring hind ; 

And taſteful ſome, to cool the fummer-hours. 650 
In this glad ſeaſon, while his ſweeteſt beams 

The ſun ſheds equal o'er the meeken'd day, 

Oh loſe me in the green delightful walks 

Of, Doddington! thy ſeat, ſerene and plain, 

Where ſimple Nature reigns, and every view, 635 

Diffuſive, —— the pure Dorſetian downs 

In boundlets proſpect, yonder ſnagg'd with wood, 

Here rich with harveſt, and there white with flocks ! 

Mean-time the grandeur of thy lofty dome, 

Far-ſplendid, ſeizes on the raviſh'd eye. 660 

New beauties riſe with each revolving day, 

New columns ſwell ; and ſtill the freſh Spring finds 

New plants to quicken and new groves to green. 

Full of thy genius all, the Muſes' ſeat, 

Where in the ſecret bower and winding walk, 66; 
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For virtuous thee they twine ay; 

Here wand' rin — fir'd with the reſtleſs mr. 

Of thy applauſe, I ſolitary court 

Th! inſpiring breeze, and meditate the Book 

Of Nature, ever open; aiming thence, 670 

Warm from the heart, to learn the moral ſong. 

Here, as I ſteal along the ſunny wall, 

Where Autumn haſks, with fruit empurpled deep, 

My pleaſing theme continual prompts my thought, 

Preſents the downy peach, the ſhining plumz 675 

The ruddy, fragrant nectarine; and, dark 

Beneath his ample leaf, the luſcious fig. 

The vine, too, here her curling tendrils ſhoots, 

Hangs out her cluſters glowing to the ſouth, 

And ſcarcely wiſhes for a warmer ſky. 680 
Torn we a moment Fancy's rapid flight 

To vigorous ſoils, and climes of fair extent, 

Where, by the potent ſun elated, high 

The vineyard ſwells refulgent on the day, 

Spreads o'er the vale, or up the mountain climbs, 

Profuſe, and drinks amid the ſunny rocks, 686 

From cliff to cliff increas'd, the heightened blaze. 

Low bend the weighty boughs : the cluſters clear, 

Half thro' the foliage ſeen, or ardent flame, 

Or ſh ine tranſparent; while Perfection breathes 690 

White o'er the turgent film the living dew. 

As thus they brighten with exalted juice, 

Touch'd into flavour by the mingling ray, 

The rural youth and virgins o'er the field, 

Each fond tor each to cull the Autumnal prime, 695 

Exulting rove, and ſpeak the vintage nigh. 

Then comes the cruſhing ſwain ; the country floats 

And foams unbounded with the maſhy flood, 

That by degrees fermented and refin'd, 


Round the rais'd nations pours the cup of joy; 9760 


The claret ſmooth, red as the lip we preſs 

In ſparkling fancy, while we drain the bowl 
The mellow-taſted Burgundy z and, quick 
As is the wit it gives, the gay Champaign. 


Now, by the cool declining year condens'd, 0g 
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Deſcend the copious exhalations, check'd 
As up the middle ſky unſeen they ſtole, 
And roll the doubling togs around the hill. 
No more the mountain, horrid, vaſt, ſublime, 
Who pours a ſweep of rivers from his ſides, 
And high between contending kingdoms rears 
The rocky long diviſion, fills the view 
With great varicty ; but, in a night 
Of ——— vapour, from the baffled ſenſe 
Sinks dark and . : thence expanding far, 713 
The huge duſk, gradual, ſwallows up the plain: 
Vaniſh the woods; the dim-ſeen river ſeems 
Sullen and ſlow to roll the miſty wave. 
E'en in the height of noon oppreſs'd, the ſun 
Sheds weak and blunt his wide · refracted ray; 720 
Whence glaring oft', with many a broaden'd orb 
He frights the nations. Indiſtin& on earth, 
Seen thro* the turbid air, beyond the life 
Objects appear; and, wilder'd, o'er the waſte 
The "ts ke {talks gigantic : till at laſt, 725 
Wreath'd dun around, in deeper circles ſtill 
Succeſſive cloſing, ſits the general fog 'KY 
Unbounded oer the world, and, mingling thick, 
A formleſs grey confuſion covers all. 
As when of old (ſo ſung the Hebrew bard) 730 
Light uncollected thro* the chaos urg'd 
Its infant way, nor Order yet had drawn 
His lovely train from out the dubious gloom. 

Theſe roving miſts, that conſtant now begin 
To ſmoke along the hilly country, theſe, 735 
With weighty rains and melted Alpine ſnows, 
The mountain-cifterns fill, thoſe ample ſtores 
Of water, ſcoop'd among the hollow rocks, 
Whence guſh the ſtreams, the ceaſeleſs fountains play, 


And their unfailing wealth the rivers draw, 749 

Some ſages ſay, that where the numerous wave 

For ever laſhes the reſounding ſhore, 

Drill'd throꝰ the ſandy ſtratum, every way 

The waters with the ſandy ſtratum riſe, 

Amid waoſe angles infinitely ftrain'd, 745 
1 | 
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They joyful leave their jaggy ſalts behind, 
And clear and ſweeten as they ſoak along: 
Nor ſtops the reſtleſs fluid, mounting ill, 
Thoꝰ oft' amidfi th* irriguous vale it ſprings, 
But to the mountain courted by the ſand, 750 
That leads it darkling on in faithful-maze, 
Far from the parent-main it boils again 
Freſh into day, and all the glittering hill 
Is bright with ſponting rills. But hence this vain 
Amuſive dream! why ſhould the waters love 755 
To take ſo far a journey to the hills, | 
When the ſweet vallies offer to their toil 
Inviting quiet and a nearer bed? 
Or if, by blind Ambition led aſtray, | 
They muſt aſpire, why ſhould they ſudden ſtop 360 
Among the broken mountain's ruſhy dells, | 
And, ere they gain its higheſt peak, deſert - | 
Th* attractive ſand, that charm'd their courſe fo long? 
Beſides, the hard agglomerating ſalts, 
The ſpoil of ages, would impervious choke 765 
Their ſecret channels, or, by flow degrees, 8 
High as the hills protrude the ſwelling vales: 
Old Ocean, too, fuck'd thro* the porous globe, 
Had long ere now forfook his horrid bed, 
And brought Deucalion's wat'ry times again. 770 

Say, then, where lurk the vaſt eternal ſprings 

That, like Creating Nature, lie conceal'd 
From mortal eye, yet with their laviſh ſtores 
Refreſh the globe and all its joyous tribes ? 
O thou pervading Genius! given to Man 775 
To trace the ſecrets of the dark abyſs, | 
O lay the mountains bare! and wide diſplay 
Their hidden ſtructure to th* aſtoniſh'd view: 
Strip from the branching Alps their piny load, 
The huge incumbrance of horrific woods 780 
From Aſian Taurus, from Imaus ftretch'd | 
Athwart the roving Tartar's ſullen bounds! 
Give opening Hemus to my ſearching eye, 
And high Olympus, pouring many a ſtream. _ 
O, from the ſcunding 5 of the North, 783 
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The Dofrine hills, thro* Scandinavia-roll'd 

To fartheft Lapland and the frozen main; | 

From lofty Caucaſus, far-ſeen by thoſe _ 

Who in the Caſpian and black Euxine toil ; 

From cold Riphean rocks, which the wild Ruſs 999 
Believes the ftony girdle “ of the world; 

And all the dreadful mountains, wrapt in ſtorm, 
Whence wide Siberia draws her lonely floods, 

O ſweep th' eternal ſnows! Hung o'er the deep, 
That ever works beneath his ſounding baſe, 795 
Bid Atias, propping heaven, as poets feign, 


His ſubterranean wonders ſpread ! unveil 


The miny caverns, blazing on the day, 
Of Aby ſſinia's clond-compelling cliffs, 
And ot the bending Mountains of the Moon f 800 
O'ertopping all theſe giant-ſons of earth, 
Let the dire Andes, trom the radiant line 
Stretch'd to the ſtormy ſeas that thunder round 
The ſouthern pole, their hideous deeps unfold ! 
Amazing ſcene! Behold! the glooms diſcloſe; 303 
I ſee the rivers in their infant beds 
Deep, deep I hear them, lab'ring to get free ! 
I ſce the leaning ſtrata, artful rang'd; 
The gaping fiſſures to receive the rains, 
The melting ſnows, and ever-dripping fogs. 810 
Strow'd bibulous above, I ſee the ſands, 
The pebbly gravel next, the layers then 
Ot mingled moulds, of more retentive earths, 
The gutter'd rocks, and mazy-running clefts, 
That, while the ſtealing moiſture they tranſmit, 815 
Retard its motion, and forbid its ike. ; 
Beneath th' inceſſant weeping of theſe drains, 
I ſee the rocky fiphons Rrerchd immenſe, 
The mighty reſervoirs, of harden'd chalk, 
Or ſtiff-compaRted clay, capacious form'd. $20 
O'erflowing thence, the congregated ttores, 
The cryſtal treaſures of the liquid world, 
Thro* the ſtirr'd fands a bubbling paſſage burſt, 
* The Muſcovites call the Riphean mountains eilt, Cammpey;, that is, 


, The great e girdle, bocaule ſuppoſe them to encumpats the wide carts 
1 A rage of movataes in A 2 that furround almutt all Munurmetaye. 
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And, ſwelling out, around the middle fteep, 
Or from the bottoms of the boſom'd hills, v2 5 
In pure effuſon flow. United, thus, 
Th* exhaling ſun, the vapour-burden'd air, 
The gelid mountains, that, to rain condens'd, 
Theie vapours in continual current draw, | 
And ſend them o'er the far-divided earth $10 
In bounteous rivers to the deep again, £ 
A ſocial commerce hoid, and firm fupport 
The full adjuſted harmony of things. | 

When Autumn ſcatters his departing 223 2 
Warn'd of approaching Winter, gather „play 935 
The ſwallow people, and, tofs'd wide around, ms 
O er the calm ſky, in convolution ſwift, 
The feather'd eddy floats, rejoicing once 
Ere to their wintry flumbers they retire. 
In cluſters clung, beneath the monldering bank, 840 
And where, unpierc'd by froſt, the cavern ſweats, 
Or rather into warmer chmes convey'd, 
With other kindred birds of ſeaſon, there 
They twitter cheerful, till the vernal months 
Invite them welcome back; for, thronging, now $45 
Innumerous wings are in commorion all. | 

Where the Rhine loſes his majeſtic force 
In Belgian plains, won from the raging deep, 
By diligence amazing, and the ſtrong | 
Unconquerable hand of Liberty, $50 
The ſtork- aſſembly meets, for many à day | 
Conſulting deep and various ere they take 
Their arduous voyage thro” the liquid ſky : | 
And now their route deſign'd, their leaders choſe, 
Their tribes adjuſted, clean'd their vigorous wings, $55 
And many a circle, many a ſhort eſſay, | 
Wheel'd round and round, in congregation full 
The figur'd flight aſcends, and, riding high 
The atrial billows, mixes with the clouds. 
Or where the Northern Ocean, in vaſt whirls, $60 
Boils round the naked melancholy ifles 
Ot fartheſt Thule, and the Atlantic furge 
Fours in among the m—_ Hebrides ; 
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can recount what tranſmigrations there 
Are annual made? what nations come and go? 863 
And how the living clouds on clouds ariſe ? 


Infinite wings ! till all the plume-dark air, 
And rude reſounding ſhore, are one wild cry. 
Here the plain, harmleſs native his ſmall flock, 
a herd diminutive, of many hues, $70 
ends on the little iſland's verdant ſwell, 
The ſhepherd's ſea-girt reign ; or to the rocks 
Dire-clinging, gathers his ovarious food ; 
Or ſweeps the hy ſhore ; or trealures up 
The plumage, riſing full, to form the bed $75 
Of Luxury: and here a while the Mule, 


High hovering o'er the broad cerulean ſcene, 


Sees Caledonia in romantic view: 
— airy mountains, from the waving main 

muck a with a keen diffuſive (ky, 380 
Breathing the ſoul acute; her foreſts huge, 
Incult, robuſt, and tall, by Nature's hand 
Planted of old ; her azure lakes between, . 
Pour'd out extenſive, and of wat'ry wealth 
ls winding deep, and green, her fertile vales; 333 

ith many a cool tranſlucent brimming flood 

Waſh'd lovely from the Tweed, (pure parent-ſtream, 
Whoſe Peng banks firſt heard my Doric reed, 
With, ſylvan Jed! thy tributary brook,) 
To where the north inflated tempeſt foams 890 
O' er Orca's or Betubium's higheſt peak: 
Nurſe of a people, in Misfortune's ſchool 
Train'd up to hardy deeds; ſoon viſited. _ 
By Learning, when before the Gothic rage 
She took her weſtern flight. A manly race, 393 
Of unſubmitting ſpirit, wiſe and brave, 
Who ſtill thro” bleeding ages ſtruggled hard 
(As well unhappy Wallace can atteſt, 
Great patriot-hero ! ill-requited chief) 

o hold a generous undiminilh'd ſtate 

oo much, in vain! hence of unequal bounds 
Impatient, and by tempting glory borne 
O'er eyery land, tor every land their life 
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flow od profuſe 2 ie genius plan bed 
Has flow'd profuſe, their piercing genius plann d, 
Aud ſwell'd the pomp of e che Faith toil ; 903 
As from their own clear North, in radiant ſtreams, 
Bright over Europe burſts the Boreal Morn. "oy 
Oh! is there not ſome patriot, in whoſe pov 

That belt, that godlike luxury is plac'd, 
Of bleſſing thonſands, thouſands yet unborn, 910 
Throꝰ late poſterity ? ſome, large of foul, 
To cheer dejetted Induſtry? to give 
A double harveſt to the pining wann, 
And teach the labouring hind the ſweets of toil? 
How by the fineft art the native robe 915 
To weave ; how, white as hyperborean ſhow, - 
To form the jucid lawn; with venturous dar 
How to daſh wide the billow; nor look on, 
Shamefiuly paſſive, while Batavian fleets © 
Defraud us of the glittering finny ſwarms 920 
That heave our friths, and crowd upon our ſhores ;, . 
How all-enlivening Trade to rouſe, and wing 
The profperous fail from every growing port, 
Uninjur'd, round the ſea- incircled globe; | 
And thus in foul united as in name, 925 
Bid Britain reign, the miſtreſs of the deep! 

Les, there are ſuch. And full on thee, Argyle! 
Her hope, her ſtay, her darling, and her boaft, 

rom her firſt patriots and her heroes ſprung, 

"by fond imploring Country turns her eye; 930 
In thee, with all a mother's triumph, ſees 
Her every virtue, every grace cothbin®s; 
Her genius, wiſdom, her engaging turn, 
Her pride of honour, and her courage try'd, | 
Calm, and intrepid, in the very throat 0453 
Of ſulph*rous War, on Teniers' dreadful field. 
Nor lets the palm of Peace inwreathes thy brow ; 
For, powerful as thy ſword, from thy rich tongue 
Perſuaſion flows, and wins the high debate; 
While mixt in thee, combine the chaim of youth, 940 
The force of manhood, and the depth of age. 

Thee, Forbes! too, whom every worth attends, 
As Truth*fincere, as W 4 Friendſhip kind; 
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Thee, truly s, and in ſilence great, 
Thy country feels thro* her reviving arts, 945 
Plann'd by thy wiſdom, by thy ſoul inform'd; 
And ſeldom bas ſhe known a friend like thee. 
But ſee the fading many-colour'd woods, 
Shade deepening over ſhade, the country round 
Imbrown ; a crowded umbrage, duſk, and dun, 950 
Of every hue, from wan-declining green 
To footy dark. 'Thele now the loneſome Muſe, 
Low- whiſpering, lead into their leaf-ftrown walks, 
And give the Seaſon in its lateſt view, -. | 
Mean time, light-ſhadowing all, a ſober calm 955 
Fleeces unbounded #ther, whole leaſt wave 
Stands tremulous, uncertain where to turn 
The gentle current; while ijhumin'd, wide, 
The dewy-ſkirted clouds imbibe the ſun, 
And thro' their lucid veil his ſoftened force 960 


Shed o'er the peaceful world. Then is the time 


For thoſe whom Wiſdom and whom Nature charm, 
To ſteal themſelves from the degen'rate crowd, 
And ſoar above this little ſcene of things; 
To tread low-thoughted Vice beneath their feet, 965 
To ſoothe the throbbing Paſſions into peace, 
And woo lone Quiet in her ſilent walks. 

Thus ſolitary, and in penſwe guiſe, _ 
Oft' let me wander o'er the ruſſet mead, * 
And thro” the ſadden'd grove, where ſcarce is heard 
One dying ſtrain to cheer the woodman's toil. 9y4 
Haply ſome widow'd ſongſter pours his plaint, 
Far, in faint warblings, thro* the tawny copſe ; 
While congregated thruthes, linnets, larks, 
And each wild throat, whoſe artlcſs ſtrains ſo late 97; 
Swell'd all the muſic of the charming ſhades, 
Robb'd of their tuneful ſouls, now thivering ſit 
On the dead tree, a dull deſpondent flock, 
With not a brightneſs waving o'er their plumes, 
And nought fave chattering diſcord in their note. 980 
O let not, aim'd from ſome inhuman eye, 
The gun the muſic of the coming year 


Deſtroy ; and harmleſs, unſuſpecting harm, 
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In mingled murder, fluttering — md! A gt; 


The pale - deſcending year, yet plea "24K 
A gentler mood inſpires ; for nom the leaf 
Inceſſant ruſtles from the mournful grove,” 
Oft' ſtartling ſuch as, ſtudious, walk below, 
And ſlowly circles thro! the waving air. 990 
But ſhould a quicker breeze among the boughs 
Sob, o'er the {ky the leafy deluge ſtreams: 
Till, chok'd and matted with the dreary ſhower, 
The foreſt-walks, at every riſing gale, f 
Roll wide the wither'd watte, and whiſtle bleak. 995 
Fled is the blaſted verdure of the fields, 1 
And, ſhrunk into their beds, the flowery race 
Their ſunny robes reſign: een hat remain d 
Of ſtronger fruits falls from the naked tree, 
And woods, fields, gardens, orchards, all around 10 
The deſolated proſpect thrills the ſoul. q +0574 
He comes! he comes in every breeze the Power 
Of Philoſophic Melancholy comes ! W099) 44 
His near approach the ſudden-ttarting'tear, | 8 
The glowing cheek, the mild- dejected air, 10035 
The ſoftened feature, and the beating heart 
Pierc'd deep with many a virtuous pang, declare. 
O'er all the ſoul his ſacred influence breathes, 
Inflames imagination, thro? the breaſt y 
Intuſes every tenderneſs, and far 1010 
Beyond dim earth exalts the ſwelliug thought. 
Ten thouſand thouſand fleet ideas, ſuch 
As never mingled with the vulgar dream, 
Crowd faſt into the Mind's creative eye. 1's 
As faſt the correſpondent paſſions riſe, 1015 
As varied, and as high: devotion rais d | 
To rapture and divine aſtoniſhment z 
The love of Nature unconfin'd, and, chief 
Of human race, the large ambitious wiſh 
To make them bleſt: the ſigh for ſuttering Worth 1020 
Loſt in obſcurity ; the noble {corn 
Of tyrant- pride; the fearleſs great reſolve : 
The wonder which the dying patriot draws, 
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Inſpiri 0 remoteſt time; | 
— ä ů—ͤ— 

he f and fri , 

With all the facial: offspring of the heart. 

Oh bear me, then, to embowering'ſhades,/ 

To twilight groves and- viſionary vales, * | 
To weeping grottos and prophetic glooms, 1 
Where angel · forms athwart the ſolemn duſx 
Tremendous ſweep, or ſeem to ſweep, a 

And voices more than human, thro' the 601 

Deep ſounding, ſeize th* enthuſiaſtic ear! 

Or is this g oem too much? Then lead, ye Powers! 
That o'er the garden and the rural feat 1036 
Preſide, which ſhining thro? the cheerful land 
In countleſs numbers bleſt Britannia wow nau! 

O lead me to the wide entended walks, c 
The: fair-najeſtic paradife of Stowe!“ 5 
Not Perſian Cyrus, on Ionia's ſhore, | > 
E'er faw ſuch ſylvan ſcenes; ſuch various art 0 #2 
By Genius fir'd, ſuch ardent genius tamd 

By cool judieious Art, that in the ſtriſe 
All beauteous Nature fears to be outdone. 1045 
And there, O Pitt! thy country's early boaſt, - 
There let me fit beneath the ſheltered ſlopes, 

Or in that tem ple ? where, in future times, 

Thou well alf merit a'diſtinguiſh'd name; 

And, with thy converſe bleſt, catch the laſt ſmiles 
Of Autumn beaming o'er the yellow woods. 1051 
While there with thee th' enchanted round 1 walk, 
The regulated wild, gay Fancy then 

Will tread in thought the groves of Attic land, 
Will, from thy ſtandard tatte, refine her Rady 1058 
Correct her pencil to the pureſt truth 

Of Nature, or the unimpaſſion d ſhades 

Forlaking, raiſe it to the human mind. 

Or if hereafter ſhe, with juſter hand, 

Shall draw the Tragic ſcene, inſtruct her thou, 1069 
To mark the varied movements of the heart, 


ET The ſeat of the 1. Viſcount Cobtame 
« +-The temple of Virtoe in stowe- Gardens. 
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What every decent character requires, 
And every paſſion ſpeaks; O thro? her ſtrain 
Breathe thy pathetic eloquence! that moulds 
Th attentive Senate, charms, perſuades, exalts; 1063 
Of honeſt Zeal th' indignant light ning throws, 
And ſhakes Corruption on her venal throne. 
While thus we talk, and thro* Elyſian vales h 
Delighted rove, perhaps a ſigh eſcapes : 
What pity, Cobham ! thou thy verdant files 1070 
Of order'd trees ſhouldſt here inglorious range, 
Inftead of ſquadrons flaming; o'er the field, 
And long embattled hoſts | when the proud foe, 
The faithleſs vain diſturber of mankind, 
Inſulting Gaul, has rous d the world to war; 1075 
When keen, once more, within their bounds to preſs 
Thoſe poliſh'd robbers," thoſe ambitious flaves, 
The Britiſh youth would hail thy wife command, 
Thy temper'd ardour, and thy veteran kill. 

The weſtern (un withdraws the ſhorten'd day, 1080 
And humid Evening, gliding o'er the ſky, $3 
In her chill progreſs, to the ground condens'd' - | 
The vapour throws. Where creeping waters ooze, 
Where marſhes ſtagnate, and where rivers wind, 
Cluſter the rolling togs, and ſwim along 1085 
The duſky-mantled lawn. Meanwhile the moon, 
Full-orb'd, and breaking thro the ſcatter'd clouds, 
Shews her broad viſtge in the crimſon'd eaſt. 

Turn'd to the ſun direct, her ſpotted diſk, + 

Where mountains riſe, umbrageous dales deſcend, 
And caverns deep, as optic tube deſcries, 1091 
A ſmaller earth, gives us his blaze again, 

Void of its flame, and ſheds a ſofter day. 

Now thro” the paſſing cloud ſhe ſeems to ſtoop, 

Now up the pure cerulean rides ſublime. 1095 
Wide the pale deluge floats, and ſtreaming mild 

O'er the ſky'd mountain to the ſhadowy vale, 

While rocks and floods reflect the quivering gleam, 
The whole air whitens with a boundleſs tide 

Of filver radiance, trembling round the world. 1100 
But, when half blotted from the {ky, her light, 
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Fainting, permits the ſtarry fires to burn, 
With keener luſtre thro? the depth of heaven, 
Or near extinct her deadened orb appears, 
And ſcarce appears, of ſickly beamleſs white, 1105 
Oft, in this ſeaſon, ſilent from the North 
A blaze of meteors ſhoots: enſweeping firit 
The lower ſkies, they all at once converge 
High to the crown of heaven, and all at once 
Relapſing quick, as quickly reaſcend, , - 1110 
And mix and thwart, extinguiſh and renew, 
All zther courling in a maze of light. 

From look to look, contagious thro' the crowd 
The panic runs, and into wonderous ſhapes 
The appearance throws: armies in meet array, 111 
Throng'd with acrial ſpears and ſteeds of fire, ö 
Till the long lines of full- extended war, 
In bleeding fight commixt, the ſanguine flood 
Rolls a broad ſlaughter o'er the palms of heaven. 
As thus they ſcan the viſionary ſcene, 1120 
On all ſides ell the ſuperſtitious din, 
Incontinent, and buſy Frenzy talks 
Of blood and battle, cit ies overturn'd, N 
And late at night in ſwallowing earthquake ſunk, 
Or hideous wrapt in fierce aſcending flame 1925 
Of ſallow famine, inundation, ſtorm ; 
Oi, peſtilence, and every great diſtreſs ; 
Empires ſubvers d, when ruling Fate has ftruck 
The unalterable hour: e' en Nature's felf 
Is deem d to totter on the brink of time. 1130 
Not ſo the man of philoſophic eye, | 
And inſpect ſage; the waving brightneſs he 
Curious ſurveys, inquiſitive to know 
The cauſes and materials, yet unfix'd, 
Of this appearance, beautiful and new. 1133 

Now black and deep the night begins to fall, 
A ſhade immenſe. Sunk in the quenching gloom, 
Magnificent and vaſt, are heaven and earth. [ 
Order confounded lies; all Beauty void; | 
Diſtinction loſt; and gay Variety L 1140 
One univerſal blot: ſuch the fair power 
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Of Light to kindle and create the whole. | 
Drear is the ſtate of the benighted wretch, 

Who — 12 wanders thro” the dark, 

Full o ancies and chimeras huge; 11 
Nor viſited by one directive ray * * 
From cottage ſtreaming or from airy hall. 

Perhaps impatient as he ſtumbles on, 

Struck from the root of flimy ruſhes, blue | 
The wildfire ſcatters round, or, gathered, trails 11 56 
A length of flame deceitful o'er the moſs, 
Whither decoy'd by the fantaſtic blaze, 

Now loſt and now renew'd, he ſinks abſorpt, 

Rider and horſe, amid the miry gulf; 


While (till, from day to day, his pining wife 1135 


And plaintive children his return await, 

In wild conjecture loſt. * At other times, 

Sent by the better Genius of the Night, 

Innoxious, gleaming on the horſe's mane 

The meteor fits, and ſhews the narrow path 1160 
That, winding, leads thro' pits of death, or elſe 
Inſtructs him how to take the dangerous ford. | 

The lengthened night-elaps'd, the morning ſhines 

Serene, in 21 her — — bright, | 
Unfolding fair the laſt Autumnal day, 1163 

And now the mounting ſun diſpels che fog; 

The rigid hoar-froſt melts before his beam 3 
And, hung on every ſpray, on every blade 

Of graſs, the myriad dew-drops twinkle round. 
Ah ſee where robb'd, and murder'd, in that pit 1170 

Lies the ſti ll heaving hive! at evening ſnatch'd 

Beneath the cloud of guilt-concealing night, 

And fix'd o'er ſulphur, while, nat dreaming ill, 

The happy people in their waxen cells 

Sat tending public cares, and planning ſchemes 1175 

Of temperance, for Winter poor, rejoic'd - . 
To mark, full flowing round, their copious ſtores. 

Sudden the dark oppreſſive ſteam aſcends, 

And, us'd to milder ſcents, the tender race, 

By thouſands, tumble from their honey d domes, 1180 

Convoly'd, and agonizing in the duſt. 
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103 AUTUMN. 
And was it then for this you ruam'd the Spring, 
Intent from flow er to flower? for this you toil'd, 
Ceaſeleſs, the burning Summer - heats away ? 
For this in Autumn ſearch'd the blooming waſte, 1183 
Nor loſt one ſunny gleam? for this ſad fate? 


O Man! tyrannic lord! how long, how long 


Shall proftrate Nature groan beneath your rage, 
Awaiting renovation? When oblig'd, 
Muſt you deſtroy ? Of their ambroſial food 1190 
Can you not borrow, and, in juſt return, 
Afford them ſhelter from the wintry winds ; 
Or, as the ſharp year pinches, with their own 
Again regale them on ſome ſmiling day ? 
Sce where the ſtony bottom of- their town 1195 
Looks deſolate and wild, with here and there 
A helpleſs number, who the ruin'd ſtate 
Survive, lamenting weak, caſt out to death. 
Thus a proud city, populous and rich, 
Full of the works of peace, and high in joy, 1200 
At theatie or feaſt, or ſunk in fleep, 

As late, Palermo 1 was thy fate,) is ſeiz d 

y ſome dread earthquake, and convulſive hurl'd 
Sheer from the black foundation, ſtench-involy'd, 
Into a gulf of blue ſulphureous flame. 1205 

Hence every harſher fight! for now the day, 

O' er heaven and earth diftus'd, grows warm and high, 
Infinite ſplendour | wide inveſting all. 
How Rtill the breeze! ſave what the filmy threads 
Of dew evaporate bruſhes from the plain. 1210 
How clear the cloudleſs {ky | how deeply ting'd 
With a peculiar blue! the ethereal arch -” 
How ſwell'd immenſe ! amid whoſe azure thron'd, 
The radiant ſun how gay! how calm below 
The gilced earth! the harveſt-treaſures all 1215 
Now gather'd in, beyond the rage of ſtorms, 
Sure to the ſwain; the circling tence ſhut up, 
And. inſtant Winter's utmoſt rage defy'd: 
While looſe. to feſtive. joy, the country round 
Laughs with the loud ſincerity of Mirth, 1240 


Shook to the wind their cares, The toil-ſtrung youll, 


= _Oq[<44 a ca Lcd aa Mov _ i 4 — a Po. 1 th. cit. - nad 0 


r mm. a + 


95 


215 


220 


By the quick ſenſe of muſic taught alone, | 
Leads way graceſul in the lively dance. 
Her every charm abroad, the village toaſt, 
Young, buxom, warm, in native . rich, 2225 
Darts not unmeaning looks, and, where her eye 
Points an approving ſmile, with double force 
The cudgel rattles, and the wreſtler twines. 
Age, too, ſhines out, and, garrulous, recounts 
The feats of youth, Thus they rejoice, nor think 
That, with to-morrow's ſun, their annual toil 1231 
Begins again the never- ceaſing round, 

Oh knew he but his happineſs, of men 
The happieſt ke! who, far from public rage, 
Deep in the vale, with a choice few retir'd, 1235 
Drinks the pure pleaſures of the rural life. 
What tho* the dome be wanting, whoſe proud gate 
Each morning vomits out the ineaking crowd | 
Of flatterers falſe, and in their turn abus'd ? 
Vile intercourſe! What tho' the glittering robe, 1240 
Of every hue reflected light can give, 
Or floating looſe, or ſtiff with mazy gold, 
The pride and gaze of fools! oppreſs him not? 
What tho', trom utmoſt land and fea purvey'd, 
For him each rarer tributary life ; 1245 
Bleeds not, and his inſatiate table leaps 
With luxury and death? what tho“ his bowl 
Flames not with coſtly juice? nor ſunk in beds, 
Oft', of gay care, he toſſes out the night, 
Or melts the thoughtleſs hours in idle ſtate? 1250 
What tho' he knows not thoſe fantaſtic joys 
That ſtill amuſe the wanton, ftill deceive ; 
A face of pleaſure, but a heart of pain 
Their hollow moments undelighted all ? 
Sure peace is his; a ſolid lite, eſtrang'd 1253 
To diſappointment and fallacious hope: 
Rich in content, in Nature's bounty rich, 
In herbs and fruits, whatever greens the Spring, 
When heaven delcends in ſhowers, or bends the bough 
When Summer reddens, and when Autumn beams, 
Or in the Wintry glebe * lies 1264 
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Conceal'd, and fattens with the richeſt ſap ; 
Theſe are not wanting; ncr the milky drove, 
Luxuriant, ſpread o'er all the lowing vale; 
Nor bleating mountains ; nor the chide of ſtreams, 
And hum of bees, inviting ſleep fincere 1266 
Into the guiltleſs breaſt, beneath the ſhade, 
Or thrown at large amid the fragrant hay; * 
Nor aught beſides of proſpect, grove, or ſong, 
Dim grottos, gleaming lakes, and fountains clear. 1270 
Here, too, dwells ſimple Truth, plain Innocence, 
Unſullied Beauty, ſound unbroken Youth, 
Patient of labour, with a little pleas'd ; 
Health ever blooming, unambitious Toil, 
Calm Contemplation, and poetic Eaſe. 1275 
Let others brave the flood in queſt of gain, 
And beat, for joyleſs months, the gloomy wave. 
Let ſuch as deem it glory to deſtroy 
Ruſh into blood, the ſack of cities ſeek, 
Unpierc'd, exulting in the widow's wail, 1280 
The virgin's ſliriek, and infant's trembling cry. 
Let ſome, far diſtant from their native ſoil,” 
Urg'd or by want or harden'd avarice, 
Find other lands beneath another ſun. 
Let this thro" cities work his eager way, 1285 
By regal outrage and eſtabliſh'd guile, 
The Geial ſenle extinct, and that ferment 
Mad into tumult the ſeditivus herd, 
Or melt them down to flavery ; let theſe 
Inſnare the wretched in the toils of law, 11290 
Fomenting diſcord, and perplexing right; 
An iron race! and thoſe of fairer front, 
But equal inhumanity, in courts, 
Deluſive pomp, and dark cabals, delight, 
Wreath the deep bow, diffule the lying ſmile, 2295 
And tread the weary labyrinth of ſtate: 
While he, from all the ſtormy paſſions tree 
That reſtleſs men involve, hears, and but hears, 
At diſtance ſafe, the human tempeſt roar, 
Wrapt cloſe in conſcious peace. The fall of kings, 
The rage of nations, and the cruſh of ſtates, 1301 
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Move not the man who, from the world eſcap'd, 
In till retreats and flowery ſolitudes, 
To Nature's voice attends, from month to month, 
And day to day, thro” the revolving year; 1305 
Admiring ſees her in her every ſhape, | 
Feels all her ſweet emotions at his heart, 
Takes what ſhe liberal gives, nor thinks of more. 
He, when young Spriog protrudes the burſting gems, 
Marks the firſt bud, and ſucks the healthful gale 1310 
Into his freſhen'd ſoul ; her genial hours | | 
He full enjoys, and not a beauty blows, 
And not an opening bloſſom breathes in vain. 
In Summer he, beneath the living ſhade, 
Such as o'er frigid Tempe wont to wave, 1315 
Or Hemus cool, reads what the Mule of theſe, 
Perhaps, has in immortal numbers ſung, 
Or what ſhe dictates writes; and oft*, an eye 
Shot round, rejoices in the vigorous year. 
When Autumn's yellow luſtre gilds the world, 1320 
And tempts the ſickled ſwain into the field, | 
Seiz d by the general joy, his heart diſtends 
With gentle throes, and thro* the tepid gleams 
Deep muſing, then he beſt exerts his ſong. 
E'en Winter wild to him is full of bliſs : 2325 
The mighty tempeſt and the hoary waſte, 
Abrupt and deep, ſtretch'd o'er the buried earth, 
Awake to ſolemn thought. At night the ſkies, 
Diſclos'd and kindled by refining froſt, 
Pours every luſtre on th* exalted eye. 1330 
A friend, a book, the ſtealing hours ſecure, 
And mark them down for Wiſdom. With ſwift wing 
O'er land and fea Imagination roams ; 
Or Truth, divinely breaking on his mind, 
Elates his being, and unfolds his powers; 1335 
Or in his breaſt heroic Virtue burns. 
The touch of kindred, too, and love he feels; 
The modeſt eye, whote beams on his alone 
Ecſtatic ſhine ; the little ſtrong embrace 
Of prattling children, twin'd around his neck, 1340 
And emulous to pleaſe . calling forth 
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The fond parental ſoul. Nor purpoſe gay, 

Amuſement, dance, or ſong, he ſternly ſcorns; 

For happineſs and true philoſophy 

Are of the ſocial ſtill and ſmiling kind. 1345 

This is the life which thoſe who fret in guilt - 

And guilty cities never knew ; the life | 

Led by primeval ages, uncorrupt, 

When angels dwelt, and God himſelf, with Man! 
Oh, Nature! all ſufficient! over all! 1350 

Enrich me with the knowledge of thy works! 

Snatch me to heaven ! thy rolling wonders there, 

World beyond world, in infinite extent, 

Profuſely ſcatter'd oer the blue immenſe, 

Shew me; their motions,” periods, and their laws, 

Give me to ſcan: throꝰ the diſcloſing deep 1356 

Light my blind way ; the mineral Frets there; 

Thruſt, blooming, thence, the vegetable world; 

O'er that the riſing ſyſtem, more complex, 2 

Of animals; and, higher ſtill; the mind, 1360 

The varied ſcene of quick-compounded thought, 

And where the mixing paſſions endleſs ſhift: 

Theſe ever open to my raviſh'd eye, 

A ſearch the flight of time can ne er exhauſt! | 

Bur if to that unequal, if the blood, 1365 

In fluggiſh ſtreams about my heart, forbid 

That beſt ambition, under cloſing ſhades, 

Inglorious, lay me by the lowly brook, 

And whiſper to my dreams. From Thee begin, 

Dwell all on Thee, with Thee conclude my tong ; 

And let me never, never ſtray from Thee 1371 
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Winter „ | * 
The Argument. 
winter. According t0 the natural court of the ſvafone various rarme eAcibee 
Kain. Wind. Snow. The driving of the ſnows: A man perihing them; 
whence reflections on the wants and miferies of human life. Tue wolves de- 
EE e DIES 
within the Polar Circle, A 22 'w hole concluding with moral refleftions 
on a future tate, 
GEE, Winter comes to rule the varied year, 

Sullen and fad, with all his rifing train, | 
Vapours, and clouds, and ftorms. Be theſe my theme, 
Theſe ! that exalt the ſoul to ſolemn thought 
And heavenly muſing. Welcome, kindred Glooms! 5 
Congenial Horrors, hail! with frequent foot 
Pleas'd have I, in my chearful morn of life, 

When nurs'd by careleſs Solitude I liv'd, 

And ſung of Nature with unceaſing joy, 

Pleas'd have I wander'd thro* your rough domain, 10 

Trod the pure virgin- ſnows, myſelf as pure, 

Heard the winds roar, and the big torrent burſt, 

Or ſeen the deep- fermenting tempeſt bre d 

In the grim evening ſky. Thus paſs'd the time 

Till thro* the lucid chambers of the South Is 

Look'd out the joyous Spring, look'd out, and ſmil'd. 
To thee, the patron of her firſt eſſay, | 

The Muſe, O Wilmington ! renews her Song. 

Since has ſhe rounded the reyolving year ; 

Skimm'd the gay Spring; on eagle pinions borne, 20 

Attempted thro* the Summer blaze to riſe ; 

Then {wept o'er Autumn with the ſhadowy gale; 

And now among the Wintry clouds again, 

Roll'd in the doubling ſtorm, ſhe tries to ſoar, 

To ſwell her note with all the ruſhing winds, 25 

To ſuit her ſounding cadence to the floods, 

As is her theme, her numbers wildly great : 

Thrice happy! could * thy judging ear 

3 


1144 WINTER, 

With bold deſcription and with manly thought. 

Nor art thou ſkilÞdiin-awful ſchemes alone, 30 

And how to make a mighty people thrive; 

But equal goodneſs, ſound integrity, 

A firm, unſhaken, uncorrupted-ſoul 

Amid a ſliding age, and, burning ſtrong, 

Not vainly blazing for thy country's weal, 35 

A ſteady ſpirit, regularly free: 

Theſe, each exalting each, the ſtateſman light 

Ino the patriot'; theſe the public ho 

And eye to hee converting, bid the Muſe 

Record what Envy dares not flattery call. 40 
Now when the chearleſs empire of the ſky 

To Capricorn the Centaur Archer yields, 

An fierce Aquarius ſtains the inverted year, 

Hung o'er the fartheſt verge of heav*n, the ſun 

Scarce ſpreads thro' æther the dejected day. 45 

Faint are his gleams; and ineffectual ſhoot 

His ſtruggling rays, in horizontal lines, 

Thro' the thick air, as cloth'd in cloudy ſtorm, 

Weak, wan, and broad, he ſkirts the ſouthern ſky, 

And, ſoon deſcending, to the long dark night, 30 

Wide-ſhading all, the proſtrate world reſigns. 

Nor is the night unwiſh'd, while vital heat, 

Light, life, and joy, the dubious day ſorſake. 

Mean-time in ſable- cincture ſhadows vaſt, 

Deep-ting'd and damp, and congregated clouds, 53 

And all the vapoury turbulence of heaven, 

Involve the face of things. Thus Winter falls, 

A heavy gloom, op relieve o'er the world, 

Thro' Nature ſhedding influence malign, 

And rouſes up the ſeeds of dark diſcaſe. 60 

The ſoul of Man dies in him, loathing life, 

And black with more than melancholy views. 

The cattle droop ; and o'er the furrow'd land, 

Freſh from the plough, the dun- diſcolour'd flocks, 

Untended ſpreading, crop the wholeſome root, 63 

Along the woods, along the mooriſh fens, 

Sighs the ſad Genius of the coming ſtorm z 

And up among the looſe disjointed cliffs, 


oO — 2. Aa dd defines is 


WINTER, ris 
And fractur'd mountains wild, the brawling brook 
And cave, preſageful, ſend a hollow moan, 70 
Reſounding long in liſtening Fancy's ear. 

Then comes the Father of the tempeſt forth, | 
Wrapt in black glooms. Firſt joyleſs rains; obſcure, 
Drive thro* the mingling ſkies with vapour foul, 

Daſh on the mountain's brow, and ſhake the woods, 
That grumbling wave below. The unſightly plain 76 
Lies a brown delugey as the low. bent clouds 

Pour flood on food, yet unexhauſted ſtill a 
Combine, and, deepening into night, ſhut up | 
The day's fair faces The wanderers of heaven $80 
Each to his home retire, ſave thoſe that love 
To take their paſtime in the troubled air, 

Or ſkimmin — the dimply pool. 
The cattle from the untaſted fields return, 
And aſk, witk meaning low, their wonted ſtalls, 85 
Or ruminate in the contiguous ſhade; 

Thither the houſehold feathery people crowd, 

The creſted cock, with all his female train, 

Penſive, and dripping; while the cottage · hind 

Hangs o'er th' enlivening blaze, and taleful there 90 
Recounts his ſimple frolic : much he talks, 

And mueh he langhs, nor recks the ſtorm that blows 
Without, and rattles on his humble roof. | 

Wide o'er the brim, with many a torrent ſwell'd, 
And the mix'd ruin of its banks o'erfpread, 95 
At laſt the rousꝰd- up river pours along: | 
Reſiſtleſs, roaring, dreadful, down it comes, 

From the rude mountain and the moſſy wild, 
Tumbling thro? rocks abrupt, and ſounding far, 
Then o'er the ſanded valley floating ſpreads, 100 
Calm, ſluggiſh, filent ; till, again conſtrain'd 
Between two meeting hills, it burſts away, 

Where rocks and woods v'erhang the turbid ſtream z 
There gathering triple force, rapid and deep, 

It boils, and wheels, and foams, and thunders theo“. 

Nature! great parent | whoſe unceaſing hand 106 
Rolls round the ſeaſons of the changeful year, 
How mighty, how-majeſtic, are thy works! 
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With what a pleaſing dread they ſwell the ſoul, _ 
That ſees aitoniſh'd, and ationith'd ſings. 110 
Ye too, ye Winds! that now begin to blow __ 
With boiſterous ſweep, I raiie my voice to you. 
Where are your ſtores, ye powerful Beings! ſay, 
Where your atrial magazines reſery'd, _ - 
To {well the brooding terrors of the ſtorm ? 115 
In what far-diſtant region of the ſky, _, - 
Huſh'd in deep ſilence, ſleep ye when tis calm? 

When from the pallid ſky the ſungdeſcends, 

With many a ſpot, that o'er his glaring orb | 
Uncertain wanders, ſtain'd, red fiery ſtreaks 120 
Begin to fluſh around. The reeling clouds 
Stagger with dizzy poiſe, as doubting yet 
Which maſter to obey : while riſing | Lag 
Black, in the leaden-colour'd Eaſt, the Moon | 
Wears a wan circle round her blunted horns. 125 
Seen thro' the turbid fluctuating air, 
The ſtars obtuſe emit a ver ray, 
Or frequent ſeem to ſhoot athwart the gloom, 
And long behind them trail the whitening blaze. 
Snatch'd in ſhort eddies plays the whithered leaf, 130 
And on the flood the dancing feather floats. 
With broaden'd noſtrils, to the {ky up-turn'd, 
The conſcious heifer ſnuffs the ſtormy gale. 
E'en as the matron, at her nightly taſk, 
With penſive labour draws the flaxen thread, 135 
The waſted taper and the crackling flame 
Foretel the blaſt. But chief the plumy race, 
The tenants of the ſky, its changes ſpeak. 
Retiring from the downs, where all day long 
They pick'd their ſcanty fare, a blackening train 140 
Ot clamorous rooks thick urge their weary flight, 
And ſeek the cloſing ſhelter of the grove. 
Aſſiduous, in his bower, the wailing owl 
Plies his fad ſong. The cormorant on high 
Wheels from the deep, and (creams along the land. 145 
Loud ſhrieks the ſoaring hern; and with wild wing 
'The circling ſea-fowl cleave the flaky clouds. 
Ocean, unequal preſs d, with broken tide 
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And blind commotion heaves; while from the ſhore, 

Ate into caverns, by the reſtleſs wave, 150 

And foreſt-ruſtling mountains, comes a voice 

That, ſolemn ſounding, bids the world prepare. 

Then iſſues forth the ſtorm with ſuiden burſt, 

And hurls the whole precipitated air 

Down in a torrent. On the paſſive main 155 

Deſcends th ethereal force, and with ſtrong guſt 

Turns from its bottom the diſcolour'd deep. 

Thro' the black night, that ſits immenſe around, 

Laſh'd into foam, the fierce conflicting brine 

Seems o'er a thouſand raging waves to burn: 10 

Mean- time the mountain-billows, to the clouds 

In dreadful tumult ſwell'd, ſurge above ſurge, 

Burſt into chaos with tremendous roar, 

And anchored navies from their ſtations drive, 

Wild as the winds, acroſs the howling waſte 165 

Of mighty waters: now th' inflated wave 

Straining they ſcale, and no impetuous ſhoot 

Into the ſecret chambers of the deep, 

The wintry Baltic-thundering o'er their heads 

Emerging thence- again, before the breath £70 

Of full exerted: heaven they wing their courſe, 

And dart on diſtant coaſts, it ſome ſharp rock, 

Or ſhoal inſidious, break not their career, 

And in looſe fragments fling them floating round. 
Nor leſs at land the looſened tempeſt reigns: 175 

The mountain thunders, and its ſturdy ſons 

Stoop to the bottom of the rocks they ſhade, 

Lone on the midnight ſteep, and all aghaſt, 

The dark way-faring ſtranger breathleſs toĩls, 

And, often falling, climbs againſt the blaſt, 180 

Low waves the rooted foreſt, vex'd, and ſheds 

What of its tarniſh'd honours yet remain, 

Daſh'd down and ſcatter*d, by the tearing wiad's 

Aſſiduous fury, its gigantic limbs. 

Thus ſtruggling thio' the diſſipated grove, 185 

The whirling tempeſt raves along the plain, 

And on the cottage thatch'd, or lordly roof, 

Keen-faſtening, them to the ſolid baſe. 
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Sleep frighted flies, and round the rocking dome, 
For entrance eager, howls the ſavage blaſt. 190 
Then too, they ſay, thro' all the burthened air 
Long groans are heard, ſhrill ſounds, and diſtant ſighs, 
That, uttered by the demon of the night, 

Warn the devoted wretch of woe and death. 

Huge Uproar lords it wide. The clouds, commix'd 
With ttars ſwift gliding, ſweep along the ſky. 196 
All Nature reels : till Nature's King, who oft" | 
Amid teinpeſtuous darkneſs dwells alone, 

And on the wings of the careering wind 
Walks dreadfully ſerene, commands a calm; co 
Then ſtraight air, ſea, and earth, are huſh'd at once. 

As yet tis midnight deep. The weary clouds, 

Slow-meeting, mingle into folid gloom, 

Now, while the drowſy world lies loſt in fleep, 

Let me aſſociate with the ſerious Night, 205 
And Contemplation, her ſedate compeer ; 

Let me ſhake off th' intrufive cares of day, 

And lay the meddling ſenſes all afide. 

Where now, ye lying Vanities of- life! 

Ye ever-tempting, 'ever-cheating Train! 210 
| Where are you now? and what is your amount? 
Vexation, dilappointment, and remorſe. 

Sad, ſickening thought! and yet deluded Man, 

A ſcene of crude disjointed viſions p , 

And broken ſlumbers, riſes ſtill reſolv d, 215 
With new-fluſh'd hopes, to run the giddy round. 

Father of Light and Life! thou Good Supreme! 

O teach me what is good! teach me Thyſelt! 

Save me from tolly, vanity, and vice, 

From every low purſuit! and feed my ſoul 220 
With knowledge, conſcious peace, and virtue pure; 
Sacred, ſubſtantial, never-fading bliſs! 

The keener tempeſts riſe ; and, fuming dun 
From all the livid Eaſt, or piercing North, 

Thick clouds aſcend, in whoſe capacious womb 225 
A. vapoury deluge lies, to ſnow congeal'd. 

Heavy they roll their fleecy world along, 

Ard the cy ſaddens with the gathered ſtorm. 
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Thro' the huſh'd air the whitening ſhower deſcends, 

At firſt thin wavering, till at laſt the flakes 230 

Fall broad, and wide, and faſt, dimming the day 

With a continual flow. The cheriſh'd fields 

Put on their winter-robe of pureſt white : 

'Tis brightneſs all, ſave where the new ſnow melts 

Along the mazy current. Low the woods 233 

Bow their hoar head ; and, ere the languid ſun 

Faint from the Weſt emits his evening ray, 

Earth's univerſal tace, deep hid, and chill, 

Is one wild dazzling waſte, that buries wide 

The works of Man. Drooping, the labourer- ox 240 

Stands cover'd o'er with ſnow, and then demands 

The fruit of all his toil. The fowls of heaven, 

Tam'd by the cruel ſeaſon, crowd around 

The winnowing ſtore, and claim the little boon | 

Which Providence aſſigns them. One alone, 245 

The red-breaſt, facred to the houſehold gods, 

Wiſcly regardful of th* embroiling ſky, 

In joyleſs fields and thorny thickets leaves 

His ſhivering mates, and pays to truſted Man ; 

His annual vifit, Half ati aid, he firit 250 

Againſt the window beats, then, briſk, alights | 

On the warm hearth; then, hopping o'er the floor, 

Eyes all the ſmiling family aſkance, 

And pecks, and ſtarts, and wonders where he is! 

Till more tamiliar grown, the table crumbs 255 

Attra& his lender tert. The foodleſs wilds 

Pour forth their brown inhabitants. The hare, 

Tho' timorous of heart, and hard beſet 

By death in various forms, dark fnaics, and dogs, 

And more unpitying men, tne garden ſeeks, 260 

Urg'd on by tearleſs Want. Fre bleating kind 

Eye the bleak heaven, and next the gliltening earth, 

With looks of dumb deipair ; then, 1ad diſpers'd, 

Dig tor the withered herb thro* heaps of Tnuw, | 
Now, Shepherds! to your helpiels charge be kind; 

Battle the raging year, and fill their pens 266 

With food at will; lodge them below the ſtorm, _ 

And watch them ſtrièt; for from the bellowing Eaft; 
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In this dire ſeaſon, oft" the whirlwind's wing 
Sweeps up the burtben of whole wintry plains 270 
At one wide waft, and o'er the hapleſs flocks, 
Hid in the hollow of two neighbouring hills, 
The billowy tempeſt *whelms, till, upward urg'd, 
The valley to a ſhining mountain ſwells, 
Tipt with a wreath high. curling in the ky. 275 

As thus the ſnows arile, and foul, and fierce, 
All Winter drives along the darkened air, 
In his own looſe revolving fields the ſwain 
Diſaſtered ſtands, ſecs other hills aſcend, 
Of unknown joyleſs brow, and other ſcenes, 280 
Of horrid proſpect, ſhag the trackleſs plain; 
Nor finds the river, nor the foreſt, hid 
Beneath the formleſs wild ; but wanders on 
From hill to dale, ſtill more and more aſtray, 
Impatient flouncing thro” the drifted heaps, 285 
Stung with the thoughts of home; the thoughts of home 
Ruſh on his nerves, and call their vigour forth 
In many a vain attempt. How ſinks his ſoul! 
What black deſpair, what horror, fills his heart! 
When for the duſky ſpot, which Fancy feign'd 290 
His tufted cottage riſing thro' the ſnow, 
He meets the roughneſs of the middle waſte, 
Far from the track and bleſt abode of Man; 
While round him night reſiſtleſs cloſes faſt, | 
And every tempeſt, howling o'er his head, 295 
Renders the ſavage wildernets more wild. 
Then throng the buſy ſhapes into his mind, 
Of covered pits, unfathomably deep, 5 
A dire deſcent ! beyond the power of froit; 
Of faithlels bogs ; of precipices huge, 300 
Smooth'd up with ſnow; and, what is land unknown, 
What water of the ſtill unfrozen ſpring, 
In the looſe marſh or ſolitary lake, 
Where the freſh fountain from the bottom boils. 
Theſe check his fearful ſteps, and down he ſinks 305 
Beneath the ſhelter of the ſhapeleſs drift, 
Thinking o'er all the bitterneſs of death, 
Mix'd with the tender anguiſh Nature ſhoots 
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Thro' the wrung boſom of the dying man, $ 
His wife, his children, and his friends unſeen. 310 
In vain for him the officious wife prepares | * 
The fire fair-blazing, and the veſtment warFm:; 
In vain his little children, peeping out 
Into the mingling ſtorm, demand their ſire 
With tears of artleſs innocence. Alas 315 
Nor wife, nor children, more ſhall he behold, 
Nor friends, nor ſacred home. On every nerve 
The deadly Winter ſeizes, ſhuts up ſenſe, & 
And, o'er his inmoſt vitals creeping cold, ; 
Lays him along the ſnows, a ſtiffen'd corſe, 320 
Stretch'd out, and bleaching in the northern blaſt. 

Ahl little think the gay iicentwus proud, 
Whom pleaſure, power, and affluence ſurround; 
They, who their thoughtleſs hours in giddy mirch, | 
And wanton, often cruel, riot waſte ; 325 
Ah! little think they, while they dance along, 
How many feel, this very moment, death, 
And all the ſad variety of pain: 
How many ſink in the devouring flood, 
Or more devouring flame! how many bleed, 310 
By ſhameful variance betwixt man and man ! 
How many pine in want, and dungeon glooms, 
Shut from the common air, and common ule 
Of their own limbs: how many drink the cup 
Of baleful grief, or cat the bitter bread 335 
Of miſery! fore pierc'd+by wintry winds, | 
How many ſhrink into the ſordid hut 
Of chearleſs Poverty ! how many ſhake | 
With all the fiercer tortures of the mind, 349 


. Unbounded paſſion, madneſs, guilt, remorſe; 


Whence, tumbled headlong from the height of life, 
They furniſh matter for the Tragic Mule | 

E'en in the vale, where Wiſdom loves to dwell, 
With Friendſhip, Peace, and Contemplation join'd, 
How many, rack'd with honeſt paſſions, droop 345 
In deep retir'd diftreis! how many ſtand 

Around the death-bed of their deareſt friends, 

And point the parting wy 8; Though: fond man 
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Of theſe, and all the thouſand nameleſs ills 
That one inceſſant ſtruggle render lite, 3350 
One ſcene of toil, of ſuffering,, and of fate, 
Vice in his high career would ſtand appall'd, 
And heedleſs rambling Impulſe learn to think; 
The conſcious heart of Charity would warm, 
And her wide wiſh Benevolence dilate ; 355 
The ſocial tear would rife, the ſocial ſigh, 
And into clear perfection, gradual bliſs, | 
Refining ſtill, the ſocial paſſions work. 

And here can I forget the generous band * 
Who, touch'd with human woe, redreſſive ſcarch'd 
Into the horrors of the gloomy jail ? 361 
Unpitied, and unheard, where Miſery mcans, 
Where Sickneſs pines, where Thirſt and Hunger burn, 
And poor Misfortune feels the laſh of Vice. 
While in the land of Liberty, the land 365 
Whoſe every ſtreet and public meeting glow 
With open Freedcm, little tyrants rag'd, 
Snatch'd the lean morſel from the ſtarving mouth, 
Tore from cold wintry limbs the tatter'd weed, 
Een robb'd them of the laſt of comforts, ſleep ; * 370 
The free-born Briton to the dungeon chain'd, 
Or, as the Juſt of cruelty prevail'd, 
At pleaſure mark'd him with inglorious ftripes, 
And cruſh'd out lives, by ſecret barbarous ways, 
That for their country would have toil'd or bled. 375 
O great deſign! if executed well, 
With patient care, -and wiſdom-temper'd zeal. 
Ye ſons of Mercy! yet reſume the ſearch, 
Drag forth the legal monſters into light, 
Wrench from their hands Oppreſſion's iron rod, 380 
And bid the cruel feel the pains they give. 
Much ftiil untouch'd remains; in this rank age, 
Much is the patriot's. weeding hand requir'd. 
The toils of law (what dark inſidious men 
Have cumbrous added to perplex the truth, 385 
And lengthen ſimple juſtice into trade,) 
How glorious were the day that ſaw theſe broke! 
And every man within the reach of right. 

® The Jail Committee, in the year 1729» 
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By wintry famine rous'd, from all the tract 
Of horrid mountains which the ſhining Alps, 390 
And wavy Appenine, and Pyrenees, 
Branch out ſtupendous into diſtanr lands, 
Cruel as death, and hungry as the grave! hone 
Burning for blood ! bony, and ghaunt, and grim! 
Aſſembling wolves in raging troops deſcend, 395 
And, pouring 0o'e: the country, bear along, | 
Keen as the north wind ſweeps the gloſſy W. | 
All is their prize. They faſten on the ſteed, 
Preſs him to earth, and pierce his mighty heart. 
Nor can the bull his awful front defend, 400 
Or ſhake the murdering ſavages away. 
Rapacious, at the mother's throat they fly, 
And tear the ſcreaming infant from her breaſt ; 
The Godlike face of Man avails him nought. 
E'en Beauty, force divine] at whoſe bright glance 
The gen'rous lion ſtands in ſoften'd gaze, 406 
Here bleeds a hapleſs undiſtinguiſh'd prey. 
But if, appriz'd of the ſevere attack, 
The country be ſhut up, lur'd by the ſcent, | 
On church-yards drear (inhuman to relate!) 410 
The diſappointed prowlers fall, and dig 
The ſhrowded body from the grave, o'er which, | 
Mix'd with foul ſhades, and frighted ghoſts, they howl. 
Among thoſe hilly regions, where, embrac d 
In peaceful vales, the happy Griſons dwell, 415 
Oft', ruſhing ſudden from the loaded cliffs, 
Mountains of ſnow their gathering terrors roll. 0 
From ſteep to ſteep, loud thundering, down they come, 
A wintry waſte in dire commotion all, wy 
And herds, and flocks, and travellers, and ſwains, 420 
And ſometimes whole brigades of marching troops, 
Or hamlets ſleeping in the dead of night, | 
Are deep beneath the ſmothering ruin *whelm'd. 
Now, all amid the rigours of the year, 
In the wild depth of Winter, while viithout 425 
The ceaſeleſs winds blow ice, be my retreat 
Between the groaning foreſt and the ſhore 
M 2 
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Beat by the boundleſs multitude of waves, 
A rural, ſhelter'd, ſolitary ſcene, ' | 
Where ruddy fire and beaming tapers join 430 
To cheer the — There, ſtudious, let me ſit, 
And hold high coverſe with the Mighty Dead; 
Sages of ancient time, as gods rever'd, 
As gods beneficent, who bleſt mankind 
With arts, with arms, and humaniz'd a world. 435 
Rous d at th' inſpiring thought, I throw aſide 
The long-liv'd volume, and, deep muſing, hail 
The ſacred ſhades that, ſlowly riſing, paſs 
Before my wandering eyes. Firſt Socrates, 
Who, firmly good in a corrupted ſtate, 440 
Againſt the rage of tyrants ſingle ſtood, 
Invincible! calm Reaſon's holy law, 
That voice of God within th' attentive mind, 
Obeying, fearleſs, or in life or death; 
Great moral teacher! wiſeſt of mankind ! 445 
Solon the next, who built his commonweal 
On Equity's wide baſe; by tender laws 
A lively people curbing, yet —_— 
Preſerving ſtill that quick peculiar fire, | 
Whence 1n the laurel'd field of finer arts, 450 
And of bold freedom, they unequall'd ſhone, 
The pride of ſmiling Greece and human-kind. 
Lycurgus, then, who bow'd beneath the force 
Of ſtricteſt diſcipline, ſeverely wiſe, 
All human paſſions. Following him, I ſee, 455 
As at Thermopylæ he glorious fell, 
The firm devoted Chiefs *, who prov'd, by deeds, 
The hardeſt leſſon which the other taught. 
Then Ariſtides lifts his honeſt front, 
Spotleſs of heart, to whom the Is voice 460 
Of Freedom gave the nobleſt name of Juſt ; 
In pure majeſtic poverty rever'd ; 


c 
Who, e'en his — to his country's weal 
Submitting, ſwell'd a haughty Rival's f fame. 
Rear 'd by his care, of ſofter ray, appears 465 
Cimon, ſ{weet-ſoul'd, whoſe genius, riſing ſtrong, 
Leonidas. + Themiſtocies . 
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Shook off the load of young debauch; abroad 
The ſcourge of Perſian ors at home the friend 
Of every worth and every ſplendid art ; 
Modeſt and ſimple in the ru of wealth. 470 
Then the laſt worthies o declining Greece, 
Late call'd to glory, in unequal times, 
Penſive, appear. The fair Corinthian boaſt, 
Timoleor,, happy temper ! mild and firm, 
Who wept the brother while the tyrant bled, 475 
And, equal to the beſt, the Theban Pair, + . 
Whoſe virtues, in heroic concord join'd, 
Their country rais'd to freedom, empire, fame. 
He, too, with whom Athenian honour ſunk, 
And left a maſs of ſordid lees behind, 480 
Phocion the Good, in public life ſevere, 
To virtue ſtill inexorably firm; 
But when, beneath his 45 illuſtrious roof, 
Sweet Peace and happy Wiſdom ſmooth'd his brow, 
Not Friendſhip ſofter was, nor Love more kind. 485 
And he, the laſt of old Lycurgus* ſons, 
The generous victim to that vain attempt 
To fave a rotten ſtate, Agis, who ſaw 
E'en Sparta's ſelf to ſervile avarice funk, 
The two Achaian heroes cloſe the train 490 
Aratus, who awhile relum'd the foul 
Of tondly lingering Liberty in Greece 
And he her darling, as her lateſt hope, 
The gallant Philopeemen, who to arms 
Turn'd the luxurious pomp he could not cure; 495 
Or toiling in his farm, a ſimple ſwain, 
Or, bold and ſkilful, thundering in the field. 

Of rougher front, a mighty people come! 
A race of heroes, in thoſe virtuous times 
Which knew no tain, ſave that with partial flame 500 
Their deareſt country they too fondly lov'd. 
Her better founder firſt, the light of Rome, 
Numa, who ſoften'd her rapacious ſons. 
Servius the King, who laid the ſolid baſe 
On which o'er earth the vaſt Republic ſpread. 50 

+ Pelopidas and Eparminondas, 
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Then the great Conſuls venerable riſe. 
The public Father * who the private quell'd, | 
As on the dread tribunal ſternly fad. 
He whom his thankleſs country could not loſe, 
Camillus, only vengeful to her foes. 510 
Fabricius, ſcorner of all-conquering gold! 
And Cincinnatus, awful from the plough. 
Thy willing victim +, Carthage, burſting looſe 
From all that pleading Nature could oppoſe, 7 
From a whole city's tears, by rigid Faith 515 
Imperious call'd, and Honour's dire command. 
Scipio, the gentle chief, humanely brave, 
Who ſoon the race of ſpotleſs glory ran, 
And, warm in youth, to the poetic ſhade 
With Friendſhip and Philoſophy retir'd. 520 
Tully, whoſe powerful eloquence a while 
Reftrain'd the rapid fate of ruſhing Rome. 
Unconquer'd Cato, virtuous in extreme. 
And thou, unhappy Brutus | kind of heart, 
Whoſe ſteady arm, by awful Virtue urg'd, 525 
Lifted the Roman ſteel againſt thy friend. 
Thouſands beſides the tribute of a verſe 
Demand: but who can count the ſtars of heaven? 
Who ſing their influence on this lower world? 

Behold who yonder comes! in ſober ſtate, 530 


Fair, mild, and ftrong, as is a vernal ſun— 


»Tis Phoebus ſelf, or elſe the Mantuan Swain! 

Great Homer, too, appears, of daring wing, 

Parent of ſong! and equal by his fide 

The Britiſh Muſe; join'd hand in hand they walk, 

Darkling, full up the middle ſteep to fame. 536 

Nor ablent are thoſe ſhades, whole {kilful touch 

Pathetic drew the impaſſion'd heart, and charm'd 

Tranſported Athens with the moral ſcene ; 

Nor thoſe who, tuneful, wak'd th' enchanting lyre. 
Firſt of your k ind! fociety divine! 541 

Still vifit thus my nights, for you reſerv'd, 

And mount my (caring ſoul to thoughts like yours. 

Silence, thou lonely power | the door be thine; 


Marcus Junius Brutus. + Rezulus. 
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See on the hallowed hour that none intrude, 845 
Save a few choſen friends, who ſometimes deign 

To bleſs my humble roof, with ſenſe refin'd, 
Learning digeſted well, exalted faith, 

Unſtudy'd wit, aud humour ever gay. 

Or from the Muſes? hill will Pope deſcend, 550 
To raiſe the ſacred hour, to bid it ſmile, 

And with the ſocial ſpirit warm the heart ? 

For tho' not ſweeter his own Homer ſings, 

Yet is his life the more endearing ſong. 

Where art thou, Hammond i thou the darling pride, 
The friend and lover of the tuneful throng ; 556 
Ah, why, dear Youth in all the blooming prime 
Of vernal genius, where diſcloling faſt 
Each active worth, each manly virtue lay, 

Why wert thou raviſh'd from our hope ſo ſoon? 560 
What now avails that noble thirſt of fame | 
Which ſtung thy fervent breaſt ? that treaſur'd tore 
Of knowledge, early gain'd ? that eager zeal 

To ſerve thy country, glowing in the band 

Of youthful patriots, who ſuſtain her name? 565 
What now, alas! that life- diffuſing charm 

Of ſprightly wit? that rapture for the Muſe, 

That heart of friendſhip, and that ſoul of joy, 
Which bade, with ſofteſt light, thy virtues mile? 
Ah! only ſhew'd to check our fond purſuits, 570 
And teach our humbled hopes that life is vain! 

Thus in ſome deep retirement would I pals | 

The winter-glooms, with friends of pliant foul, 

Or blithe, or ſolemn, as the theme inipir'd: 

With them would ſearch if Nature's boundleſs frame 
Was call'd, late riſing from the void of night, 376 
Or ſprung eternal from the eternal Mind, 

Its lite, its laws, its progrels, and its end. 

Hence larger proſpects of the beauteous whole 
Would, gradual, open on our opening minds, 380 
And each diffuſive harmony unite 

In full perfection to th* aſloniſh'd eye. 

Then would we try to ſcan the moral world, 

Which, though to us it ſeems embroil'd, moves on 
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In higher order, fitted and impell'd 585 

By Wiſdom's fineſt hand, and iſſuing all | 

In general good. The ſage Hiſtoric Muſe 

Shovid next conduct us through the deeps of time; 

Shew us how empire grew, declin'd, and fell, 

In ſcatter'd ſtates ; what makes the nations ſmile, 550 

Improves their ſoil, and gives them double ſuns, 

And why they pine beneath the brighteſt ſkies, 

In Nature's richeſt lap. As thus we talk'd, 

Our hearts woutd burn within us, would inhale 

The portion of divinity, that ray 5 

Of pureſt heaven, which lights the public ſoul 

Of patriots and of heroes. But if doom'd, 

In powerleſs humble fortune, to repreſs 

Thele ardent rifings of the kindling foul, 

Then, een ſuperior to ambition, we 600 

Would learn the private virtues ; how to glide 

Thro' thades and plains, along the ſmootheſt ſtream 

Ot rural life; or, ſnatch'd away by hope, | 

Thro' the dim ſpaces of futurity. 

With earneſt eye anticipate thoſe ſcenes 605 

Ot happineſs and wonder, where the mind, 

In endleſs growth and infinite aſcent, 

Riſes from ſtate to ſtate, and world to world. 

But when with theſe the ſcrious thought is foil'd, 

We, ſhifting for relief, would play the ſhapes 610 

Of frolic Fancy, and inceſſant 1 

Thoſe rapid pictures, that aſſembled train 

Of fleet ideas, never join'd before, 

Whence lively Wit excites to gay ſurpriſe ; 

Or folly-painting Humour, grave himſelf, 615 

Calls Laughter forth, deep-ſhaking every nerve. 
Mean time the village rouſes up the fire, 

While well-attefted, and as well believed, 

Heard ſolemn, goes the goblin ſtory round, 

Till ſuperſtitious horror creeps o'er all. 620 

Or, frequent in the ſounding hall, they wake 

The rural gambol. Ruſtic mirth goes round 

The ſimple joke that takes the ſhepherd's heart, 

Eaſily pleas'd ; the long loud laugh, ſincere; 
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The kiſs ſnatch'd haſty from the ſide- long maid, 625 
On purpoſe guardleſs, or pretending ſleep; | 
The leap, the flap, the haul ; and, ſhook to notes 
Of native muſic, the reſpondent dance. 
Thus jocund fleets with them the Winter-night. 
The city ſwarms intenſe. The public haunt, 630 
Full of each theme, and warm with mixt diſcourſe, 
Hums indiftinft. The ſons of Riot flow 
Down the looſe ſtream. of falſe inchanted joy 
3 ſwift ans ray „ rank led 8 
e gaming fu $3 in one 6 
Of 1 8 4 virtue, — 4 15 
Friends, families, and fortunes, headlong ſink. 
Up ſprings the dance along the lighted dome, 
Mix d, and evolv'd, a thouſand Prightly WAYS» 
The glittering court effuſes every pomp 640 
The circle deepens: beam'd from gaudy robes, 
Tapers, and ſparkling gems, and radiant eyes, 
A felt effulgence o'er the palace waves; 
While, a gay inſe& in his ſummer-ſhine, 
The fop, light fluttering, ſpreads his mealy wings. 645 
Dread o'er the ſcene the ghoſt of Hamlet ftalks ; 
Othello rages ; poor Monimia mourns z 
And Belvidera pours her ſoul in love. 
"Terror alarms the breaſt ; the comely tear 
Steals o'er the cheek : or elſe the Comic Muſe 650 
Holds to the world a picture of itſelf, 
And raiſes, ly, the fair impartial laugh. 
Sometimes ſhe lifts her ſtrain, and paints the ſcenes 
Of beauteous life; whate'er can deck mankind, 
Or charm the heart, in generous Bevil I ſhew'd. 655 
O thou! whoſe wiſdom, ſolid, yet refin'd, | 
Whoſe patriot-virtues, and conſummate {kill 
To touch the finer ſprings that move the world, 
Join'd to whate'er the Graces can beſtow, 
And all Apollo's animating fire, | 660 
Give thee, with pleaſing dignity, to ſhine 
At once the guardian, ornament, and joy, 
Of poliſh'd life, permit the rural Muſe, 
+ A character in the Conſcious Lovers, written by Sir Richard Steele, 
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O Cheſterfield ! to grace with thee her ſong ! 
Ere to the ſhades again ſhe humbly flies, 665 
Indulge her fond ambition in thy train, 
(For every Mute has in thy train a place,) 
To mark thy various full-accomplifh'd mind; 
To mark that ſpirit which, with Britiſh ſcorn, 
Rejects the allurements of corrupted power; 670 
That elegant politeneſs, which excels, | 
E'en in the judgment of preſumptucus France, 
The boaſted manners of her ſhining court; 
That wit, the vivid energy of ſenſe, 
The truth of Nature, which, with Attic point, 675 
And kind well-temper'd ſatire, ſmoothly keen, 
Steals through the foul, and without pain corrects: 
Or, riſing thence with yet a brighter flame, 
O let me hail thee on ſome glorious day, 
When to the liſtening Senate, ardent, crowd 689 
Britannia's ſons to hear her pleaded cauſe. 
Then dreſt by thee, more amiably fair, 
Truth the ſoft robe of mild Perſuaſion wears; 
Thou to aſſenting Reaſon giv'ſ again a 
Her own enlighten'd thoughts: call'd from the heart, 
Thi obedient Paſſions on thy voice attend; 686 
And e'en reluctant Party feels a while ** 
Thy gracious power, as thro' the varied maze 
Of eloquence, now ſmooth, now quick, now ſtrong, 
Profound and clear, you roll the copious flood. 690 

To thy lov'd haunt return, my happy Muſe; 

For now, behold, the joyous Winter-days, 
Froſty, fucceedy, and thro” the blue ſerene, 
For ebe too fine, th' ethereal nitre flies, 
Killing infettious damps, and the ſpent air 69 5 
Storing atreſh with elemental life. 
Cloſe crowds the thining atmoſphere, and binds 
Our ttrengthen'd bodies in its cold embrace, 
Conitringent ; tecds and animates our blood; 
Refines out #pirits, thro' the new-ſtrung nerves 9700 
In ſwifter ſallies darting to the brain, 

Where fits the Soul, intenſe, collected, cool, 
Bright as the ſkies, and as the ſeaſon keen. 
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All Nature feels the renovating force 
Of Winter, only to the thoughtleſs eye 1705 
In ruin ſeen. The froſt- concocted glebe 
Draws in abundant vegetable ſoul, 
And gathers vigour for the coming year. 
A ſtronger glow fits on the lively cheek 
Ot ruddy Fire; and luculent along 910 
The purer rivers flow; their ſullen deeps, 
Tranſparent, open to the ſhepherd's gaze, 
And murmur hoarſer at the fixing froſt. 

What art thou, Froſt ! and whence are thy keen ſtores 
Deriv'd, thou ſecret, all-invading Power, 715 
Whom e'en th' illuſive fluid cannot fly? 

Is not thy potent energy, unſeen, 
Myriads 45 little ſalts, or hook d, or ſhap'd 
Like double wedges, and diffus'd immenle 
Thro? water, earth, and æther? Hence at eve, 720 
Steam'd eager from the red horizon round, 
With the fierce rage of Winter deep ſuffus'd, 
An icy gale, oft* ſhifting, o'er the pool 
Breathes a blue film, and in its mid career 
Arreſts the bickering ſtream. The looſen'd ice, 725 
Let down the flood, and half diſſolv'd by day, 
Ruſtles no more, but to the ſedgy bank 
Faſt grows, or gathers round the pointed ſtone, 
A cryſtal pavement, by the breath of heaven 
Cemented firm, till, ſeiz'd from ſhore to ſhore, 730 
The whole impriſon'd river growls below, 
Loud rings the frozen earth, and hard reflects. 
A. double noiſe, while at his evening watch 
The village-dog deters the nightly thief : 
The heifer lows ; the diſtant water-fall 735 
Swells in the breeze; and, with the haſty tread 
Of traveller, the hollow- ſounding plain 
Shakes from afar. The full ethereal round, 
Infinite worlds diſcloſing to the view, 
Shines out intenſely keen; and, all one cope 740 
Of ſtarry glitter, glows trom pole to pole. 
From pole to pole the rigid influence falls 
Throꝰ the ill night, inceſſant, heavy, ſtrong, 
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And ſeizes Nature faſt. It freezes on, 
Till morn, late riſing o'er the drooping world, 745 
Lifts her pale eye unjoyous. Then ap ; 
The various labour of the filent Night ; 
Prone from the dripping cave and dumb caſcade, 
Whoſe idle torrents only ſeem to roar, 
The pendent icicle, the froſt-work fair, 750 
Where tranſient hues and fancy'd figures riſe; 
Wide-ſpouted o'er the hill the frozen brook, 
A livid tract, cold gleaming on the morn ; 
The foreſt bent beneath the plumy wave, 
And by the froſt refin'd the whiter ſnow, 755 
Incruſted hard, and ſounding to the tread - 
Of early ſhepherd, as he penſive ſeeks 
His pining flock, or from the mountain to 
Pleas'd with the flippery ſurface, ſwift deſcends. 

On blithſome frolics bent, the youthful ſwains, 760 

While every work of Man is laid at reſt, 
Fond o'er the river crowd, in various ſport 
And revelry diſſolv'd; where mixing glad, 
Happieſt of all the train! the ra tur d bo 

s the whirling top. Or, where the Rhine 765 
Branch'd out in many a long canal extends, 
From every province ſwarming, void of care, 
Batavia ruſhes forth, and as they ſweep, 
On ſounding ſkates, a thouſand different ways, 
In circling poiſe, ſwift as the winds, along, 770 
The then gay land is madden'd all to joy. : 
Nor leis the northern courts, wide o'er the ſnow, 
Pour a new pomp. Eager, on rapid ſleds, 
Their vigorous youth, in bold contention, wheel 
The long reſounding courſe, Mean time, to raiſe 775 
The manly ſtrife, with highly blooming charms, 
Fluſh'd by the ſeaſon, Scandinavia's dames, 
Or Ruſha s buxom daughters, glow around. 

Pure, quick, and iportful, is the wholeſome day, 
But ſoon claps d. Ihe horizontal ſun, 17280 
Broad o'er the South, hangs at his utmoſt noon, 
And, ineffectual, ſtrikes the gelid cliff: 

His azute gloſs the mountain (till maintains, 
2 b 
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Nor feels the feeble touch. Perhaps the vale | 
Relents a while to the reflected ray; 185 
Or from the foreſt falls the cluſter d ſnow, 
Myriads of gems, that in the waving gleam 
Gay-twinkle as they ſcatter. Thick around 
Thunders the ſport of thoſe who, with the gun, 
And dog impatient bounding at the ſhot, 799 
Worſe than the ſeaſon deſolate the fields, 
And, adding to the ruins of the year, 
Diſtreſs the footed or the feathered game. 
But what is this ? Our infant Winter ſinks, | 
Diveſted of his grandeur, ſhould our eye 795 
ftoniſh'd ſhoot into the Frigid Zone, 
here, for relentleſs months, continual Night 
Holds o'er the glittering waſte her ſtarry reign. 
There, thro the priion of unbounded wilds, 
Barr'd by the hand ot Nature from eicape, doo 
Wide roams the Ruſſian exile. Nought around 
Strikes his ſad cye, but deſerts loſt in ſnow, 
And heavy-loaded groves, and ſolid floods, 
That ſtretch, athwart the ſolitary vait, 
Their icy horrors to the frozen main; $05 
And chearleſs towns, tar-diſtant, never bleſs'd, 
Save when its annual courle the caravan 
Bends to the golden coalt of rich _— 
With news of human-kind : yet there lite glows z 
Yet, cheriſh'd there, beneath the ſhining waſte, 810 
The turry nations harbour : tipt with jet, 
Fair ermines, ſpotleis as the ſnows they pres ; 
Sables of gloſſy black; and dark embrown'd, 
Or beauteous treakt with many a mmgled hue, 
Thoulands beſides, the coſtly pride of courts. 813 
There, warm together preis'd, the trooping deer 
Sleep en the new-tall'n inows: and, ſcarce his head 
Rais'd o'er the heapy wreath, the branching elk 
Lies ſlumb'ring, ſullen, in the white abyſs. 
The ruthleſs hunter wants nor dogs, nor toils, 3820 
Nor with the dread oi lounding bows he drives 
The tcartul flying race; with pondrous clubs, 
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As weak againſt the mountain-heaps they puſh 
Their beating breaſt in vain, and piteous bray, 
He lays them quivering on th' enſanguin'd ſnows, 825 
And with loud ſhouts rejoicing bears them home. 
There thro” the piny foreſt half-abſorpt, 
Rough tenant of theſe ſhades, the ſhapeleſs bear, 
With dangling ice all horrid, ſtalks forlorn : 
Slow-pac'd, and ſourer as the ſtorms increaſe, 8 30 
He makes his bed beneath th' inclement drift, 

And, with ſtern patience, ſcorning weak complaint, 
Hardens his heart againſt afſailing want. 

Wide o'er the ſpacious regions of the North, 

That ſees Bootes urge his tardy wain, 235 
A boiſterous race, by froſty Caurus f pierc'd, 

Who little pleaſure know, and fear no pain, 


Prolific ſwarm. They once relum'd the flame 


Of loft mankind in poliſh'd ſlavery funk, 

Drove martial horde on horde, f with dreadful ſweep 
Reſiſtleſs ruſhing o'er th? enfeebled South, $40 
And gave the vanquiſh'd world another form. 

Not ſuch the ſons of Lapland; wiſely they 

Deſpiſe th' inſenſate barbarous trade of war 

They aſk no more than ſimple Nature gives; 845 
They love their mountains and enjoy their ſorms. 

No falſe defires, no pride -· created wants, 

Diſturb the peaceful current of their time; 

And thro' the reitleſs ever-tortur'd maze 

Ot pleaſure, or ambition, bid it rage. 850 
Their rein- deer form their riches; theſe their tents, 
Their robes, their beds, and all their homely wealth, 
Supply, their wholeſome fare, and cheartul cups. 
Obſequious at their call the docile tribe 


Yield to the fled their necks, and whirl them ſ wift $55 


O'er hill and dale, heap'd into one expanſe 
Of marbled ſnow, as tar as eye can ſweep, 
With a blue cruſt of ice unbounded glaz'd. 
By dancing meteors then, that ceaſeleſs ſhake 
A waving blaze retracted o'er the heavens, 860 
And vivid moons, and ſtars that keener play 
t The Nertu-wen wind. & The wandering Scy:tyan clans. 
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With dcuble luſtre from the gloſſy waſte, 
E'en in the depth of Polar Night, they find 
A wondrous day ; enough to light the chaſe, 
Or guide their daring iteps to Finland fairs. 86 5 
Wiſh'd Spring returns, and from the hazy South, 
While dim Aurora ſlowly moves before, 
The welcome ſun, juſt verging up at firſt, 
By ſmall degrees extends the twelling curve, 
Till ſeen at large for gay rejoicing months, 870 
Still round and round his ſpiral courſe he winds, 
And as he nearly dips his flaming orb, 
Wheels up again, and re- aſcends the ſky. 
In that glad ſeaſon, from the lakes and floods 
Where pure Niemi's “ fairy mountains rife, 875 
And fring'd with roſes, Tenglio + rolls his ſtream, 
They draw the copious fry. With theſe, at cve, 
They, chearful loaded, to their tents repair, 
Where, all day long in uſetul care employ d, — 
Their kind unblemith'd wives the fire prepare. $80 
Thrice happy race! by poverty ſecur's J 
From has) plunder and rapacious power | 
In whom tell Intereſt never yet has ſown 
The ſeeds of Vice; whole ſpotleſs ſwains ne'er knew 
Injurious deed, nor, blaſted by the breath 885 
Ot taithleſs Love, their blooming daughters woe. 

Still preſſing on beyond Tornea's lake, 
And Hecla flaming thro' a waſte of ſnew, 
And fartheſt Greenland, to the Pole itſelf, | 
Where, failing gradual, life at length goes out, 890 
The Muſe expands her ſolitary flight, 
And, hovering 6'er the wild ſtupendous ſcene, 
Beholds new ſeas beneath another ſky.f 
Thron'd in his palace of cerulean ice, | 
hat to rhe waar ah 
„% From this height we had opportunity ſeveral times to ſec thoſe vapours rite 
« from the lake which the people of the country call Kaltios, zd which. they 
« deem to be the guardian fpirits of the mountains. We had been frighted with 
« jtories of bears that haunted this place, but ſaw none, It tcemed rather 
& place of reſort for Fairies and Gent than bears.” 


The ſame author obſerves, « 1 was ſurpriſed to ſee, upon the banks of 
= this rivers (the Tenglio, ) 1ofes of as lively a red as any that de in gur gars 
* deas.” 
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Here Winter holds his unrejoicing court, 395 
And thro” his airy hall the loud miſrule ; 
Of driving Tempeſt is for ever heard: 
Here the grim tyrant meditates his wrath, 
Here arms his winds with all-ſubduing froſt, 
Moulds his fierce hail, and treaſures up his ſnows, 900 
With which he now oppreſſes half the globe. 

Thence winding eaſtward to the Tartar's coaſt, 

She ſweeps the howling margin of the main, 
Where undifſolving, from the firſt of time, 
Snows {well on ſnows amazing to the ſky, 905 
And icy mountains, high on mountains pil'd, 


Seem to the ſhivering ſailor from afar, 


Shapeleſs and white, an atmoſphere of clouds. 
Projected huge and horrid o'er the ſurge, 

Alps frown on Alps; or ruſhing hidcous down, 910 
As if old Chaos was again return'd, 

Wide rend the deep, and ſhake the ſolid Pole. 

Ocean itſelf no longer can reſiſt 

'The binding tury, but in all its rage 

Of tempeſt taken by the boundleſs troſt, 915 
Is many a fathom to the bottom chain d, 

And bid to roar no more; a bleak expanſe, 

Shagg d o'er with wavy rocks, chearlels, and void 
Of every lite, that from the dreary months 

Flies conſcious ſouthward, Miſerable they 920 
Who, here entangled in the gathering ice, 

Take their laſt look of the deſcending ſun ! | 
While, full of death, and fierce with tenfold froſt, 
The long, long night, incumbent o'er their heads, 
Falls horrible. Such was the Briton's fate g, 925 
As with firſt prow (what have not Britons dar'd |) 
He for the paſſage ſought, attempted ſince 

So much in vain, and ſeeming to be ſhut 

By jealous Nature with «ternal bars. 

In thele fell regions, in Arzina caught, 930 
Aud to the ſtony deep his idle ſhip | 
Immediate ſeal'd, he with his hapleſs crew, 


1 Sir Hugh Willoughby, ſent by Queen Elizabeth tv diſcover the North-eait 


* 1 aw. F 


] 

| 
4 
] 
I 
1 
1 
7 
p 
Y 
1 
f 
1 
V 
A 
V 
A 
II 
U 
G 
O! 
Cl 


5 
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Each full exerted at his ſeveral taſk, 
Froze into ſtatues: to the cordage glu'd 
The ſailor, and the pilot to the helm. «L400 BS 
Hard by theſe ſhores, where ſcarce his freezing ſtream 
Rolls the wild Oby, live the laſt of men; | 
And, half-enliven'd by the diſtant ſun, 
That rears and ripens man as well as plants, 
Here human nature wears its rudeſt form. 940 
Deep from the piercing ſeaſon tunk in caves, 
Here by dull fires, and with unjoyons cheer, 
They waſte the tedious gloom. Immers'd in furs 
Doze the groſs race: nor ſprightly jeſt, nor ſong, 
Nor tenderneſs they know, nor aught of life 945 
Beyond the kindred bears that ſtalk without. 
Till Morn, at length, her roſes drooping all, 
Sheds a long twilight bright'ning o'er their fields, 
And calls the quiver'd ſavage to the chaſe, | 
What cannot active government perform, 950 / 
New-moulding Man! Wide-ftretching from theſe ſhores, 
A 2 ſavage from remoteſt time, 
A huge neglected empire, one vaſt Mind, 
By Heaven inſpir'd, from Gothic darkneſs call'd. 
Immortal Peter! firſt of Monarchs! he 955 
His ſtubborn country tam'd, her rocks, her fens, 
Her floods, her ſeas, her ill ſubmitting ſons ; | 
And while the fierce Barbarian he ſubdu'd, 
To more exalted ſoul he rais'd the Man. 
Ye ſhades of ancient heroes! ye who toil'd, 960 
Throꝰ long ſucceſſive ages, to build up 
A labouring plan of ſtate, behold at once 
The wonder done! behold the matchleſs prince! 
Who left his native throne, where reign'd, till then, 
A mighty ſhadow of unreal power ; 965 
Who greatly ſpurn'd the flothful pomp of courts, 
And roaming every land, in every port 
His ſceptre laid aſide, with glorious hand 


Unweary'd plying the mechanic tool, 
Gather'd the ſeeds of trade, of uſeful arts, 970 
Of civil wiſdom, and of martial (kill. 
Charg'd with the ſtores of Europe, home he goes; 
N 3 
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Then cities riſe amid th' illumin'd waſte; 
O'er joyleſs deſerts ſmiles the rural reign 5 | 
Far diftant flood to flood is ſocial join'd ; 975 
The aſtoniſn d Euxine hears the Baltic roar ; 
Proud navies ride on ſeas that never fozm'd 
With daring keel before; and armies ftretch 
Each way their dazzling files, repreſſing here 
The frantic Alexander of the North, 980 
And awing there ſteri Othman's ſhrinking ſons. 
Sloth flies tbe land, and Ignorance and Vace, 
Of old diſhonour proud: it glows around, 
Taught by the Royal Hand that rous'd the whole, 
One ſcene of arts, of arms, of riſing trade; 985 
For what his wiſdom plann'd, and power enforc'd, 
More potent ſtill, his great example ſhew'd. 

Muttering, the winds at eve, with blunted point, 

Blow hollow bluftering from the South. Subdu'd, 
The froſt reſolves into a trickling thaw. 
Spotted the mountains ſhine, looſe {leet deſcends, 
And floods the country round, The rivers ſwell, 
Of bonds impatient. Sudden from the hills, 
O'er rocks and wocds, in broad brown cataracts, 
A thouſand ſnow- ted torrents ſhoot at once, 995 
And, where they ruſh, the wide- reſounding plain 
Is left one ſlimy waſte. Thole ſullen ſeas, 
That waſh'd th* ungenial Pole, will reſt no more 
Beneath the ſhackles of the mighty North, 
But, rouſing all their waves, reſiſtleſs heave. 1000 
And hark! the lengthening roar continuous runs 
Athwart the riited decp; at once it burſts, 
And piles a thouſand mountains to the clouds. 
III fares the bark, with trembling wretches charg'd, 
That, toſs'd amid the floating fragments, moors 100g 
Beneath the ſhelter of an icy iſle, 
While night o'erwhelms the ſea, and horror looks 
More horrible. Can human force endure 
The aſſembled miſchiefs that befiege them round ? 
Heart-gnawing hunger, fainting wearinels, 1040 
The roar of winds and waves, the cruſh of ice, 
Now ceaſing, now renew'd with louder rage, 
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And in dire echoes bellowing round the main. | 
More to embroil the deep, leviathan, 

And his unwieldy train, in dreadful ſport, 1015 
Tempeſt the looſen'd brine 3 while thro* the gloom, 
Far from the bleak inhoſpitable ſhore, | 
Loading the winds, is heard the hungry howl 

Of famiſh'd monſters, there awaiting wrecks. L 
Yet Providence, that ever-waking Eye, 1020 
Looks down with pity on the feeble toil 

Of mortals loſt to hope, and lights them ſafe 

Thro' all this dreary labyrinth of Fate. 

*Tis done} dread Winter {ſpreads his lateſt glooms, 
And reigns tremendous o'er the conquer'd year. 1025 
How dead the vegetable kingdom lies ! 

How dumb the tuneful! Horror wide extends 

His deſolate domain. Behold, fond Man! 

See here thy pictur'd life; paſs ſome few years, 
Thy flowering Spring, thy Summer's ardent ſtrength, 
Thy ſober Autumn fading into age, 1031 
And pale concluding Winter comes at laſt, 

And thuts the ſcene. Ah ! whither now are fled 
Thoſe dreams. of great ne ſs? thoſe unſolid hopes 

Ot happineſs? thoſe Jongings after fame ? 1035 
T hole reſtleſs cares? thoſe buſy buſtling days ? 
Thole gay-ſpent, feſtive nights? thoſe veering thoughts, 
Loſt between good and ill, that ſhar'd thy life? 

All now are vaniſh'd ! Virtue ſole ſurvives, 
Immortal, never failing ſriend ot Man, 10040 
His guide to happineſs on high. And fe! 

"Tis come, the glorious Morn! the ſecond birth 

Ot heaven and earth! Awakening Nature hears 

The new-creating Word, and ſtarts to life, 


In every heightened form, trom pain and death 1045 


For ever free. The great eternal ſcheme, 

Involving all, and in a perfect whole 

Uniting, as the proſpect wider ſpreads, 

To Reaſon's eye retin'd, clears up apace. 

Ye vainly wile! ye blind preſumptuous! now, 1c 50 
Contounded in the duſt, adore that Power 

Aud Wildom oft” arraign'd ; ſee now the cauſe 
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Why unaſſuming Worth in ſecret liv'd | 
And dy'd neglected; why the good man's ſhare 
In life was gall and bitternefs of ſoul; 1035 
Why the lone widow and her orphans pin'd 3X 
In ſtarving ſolitude, while Luxury, 

In palaces, lay ſtraining her low thought 

To form unreal wants; why heaven-born Truth, 
And Moderation fair, wore the red marks 1060 
Of Superſtition's ſcourge; why licens'd Pain, 

That cruel ſpoiler, that emboſom'd foe, 

Imbitter'd all our bliſs. Ye Good diftreſt 1 

Ye noble Few! who here unbending ſtand 

Beneath life's preſſure, yet bear up a while, 1065 
And what your bounded view, which only ſaw 

A little part, deem'd evil, is no more: 

The ſtorms of Wintry Time will quickly paſs, _ 
And one unbounded Spring encircle all, 
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THERE. as they change, Almighty Father! theſe 
Are but the varied God. The rolling year 

Is full of Thee, Forth in the pleaſing Spring 

Thy beauty walks, thy tenderneſs — love. 

Wide fluſh the fields ; the ſoftening air is bam: 5 

Echo the mountains round; the foreſt ſiniles ; 

And every ſenſe, and every heart, is joy. 

Then comes Thy glory in the Summer months, 

With light and heat refulgent. Then Thy fun 


Shoots full perfection thro* the ſwelling year; 10 


And oft' Thy voice in dreadful thunder ſpeaks; 

And oft' at dawn, deep noon, or falling eve, 

By brooks and groves, in hollow-whiſpering gales, 

Thy bounty ſhines in Autumn unconfin'd, 

And ſpreads a common feaſt for all that lives. 15 

In Winter awful Thou! with clouds and ſtorms 

Around Thee thrown! tempeſt o'er tempeſt roll, 

Majeſtic darkneſs! On the whirlwind's wing, 

Riding ſublime, Thou bidſt the world adore, 

And humbleſt Nature with thy northern blaſt. 20 
Myſterious round 1 what ſkill, what force divine, 

Deep felt, in theſe appear! a ſimple train, 

Yet ſo delightful mix'd with ſuch kind art, 

Such beauty and beneficence combin'd, 

Shade, unperceiv'd, ſo ſoftening into ſhade, 25 

And all ſo forming an barmonious whole, 

That as they ſtill fucceed they raviſh ſtill. 

But wandering oft', with brute unconſcious gaze, 

Man marks not Thee, marks not the mighty hand 

That, ever-buſy, wheels the filent ſpheres, 30 

Works in the ſecret· deep, ſhoots, ſteaming, thence 

The fair profuſion that „ the Spring! 

Flings from the ſun direct the flaming day, 


Feeds every creature, hurls the tempeſt forth, 
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And, as on earth this grateful change revolves, 35 
With tranſport touches all the ſprings of life. 

Nature, attend! join every living ſoul 
Beneath the ſpacious temple of the ſky, 
In adoration join, and ardent raiſe 
One general ſong! To Him, ye vocal Gales! 40 
Breathe ſoft, whoſe Spirit in your freſhneſs breathes ! 
Oh talk of him in ſolitary glooms ! 
Where, o'er the rock, the ſcarcely waving pine 
_ Fills the brown ſhade with a religious awe. 
And Ye! whoſe bolder note is heard afar, 45 
Who ſhake th' aftoniſh'd world, lift high to heaven 
Th' impetuous ſong, and ſay from whom you rage. 
His praiſe, ye Brooks! attune, ye trembling Rills! 
And let me catch it as I muſe along. 
Ye headlong Torrents! rapid and profound! 50 
Ye lofter Floods! that lead the humid maze 
Along the vale; and thou, majeſtic Main! 
A ſecret world of wonders in thyſelf, 
Sound His ſtupendous praiſe, whole greater voice 
Or bids you roar, or bids your roarings fall. 55 


Soft roll your incenſe, herbs, and fruits, and flowers, 


In mingled clouds, to Him, whole ſun exalts, 
Whole breath perfumes you, and whole pencil paints. 
Ye Foreſts! bend; ye Harveits! wave to Him; 
Breathe your ſtill ſong into the reaper's heart, 60 
As home he goes beneath the joyous moon. 

Ye that keep watch in heaven] as earth aſleep 
Unconſcious lies, effuſe your mildeſt beams, 

Ye Conſtellations ! while your angels ſtrike, 

Amid the ſpangled ſky, the ſilver lyre, | 65 
Great ſource ot day beft image here below 

Ot thy Creator, ever pouring wide, | 

From world to world, the vital ocean round, 

On Nature write, with every beam, his praiſe. 

The thunder rolls: be huſh'd the proſtrate: World, 70 
While cloud to cloud returns the tolemn hymn. . 
Bleat out atreſh, ye Hills! ye moſſy Rocks! 

Retain the ſound : the broad reſponſive low, 
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Ye Vallies! raiſe; for the Great Shepherd teigns, 
And his unſuffering kingdom yet will come. 75 
Ye Woodlands all! awake; a boundleſs ſong 

Burſt from the groves ; and when the reſtlels day, 
Expiring, lays the warbling world aſleep, 

Sweeteſt of birds! ſweet Philomela! charm - 
"The littening ſhades, and teach the night His praiſe. $6 
Ye, chief, tor whom the whole creation ſmiles, ; 
At once the head, the heart, and tongue of all, 
Crown the great hymn, In ſwarming cities vaſt, 
Aſſembled Men! to the deep organ join. 

The long- reſounding voice, oft* breaking clear, $5 
At ſolemn pauſes, thro' the ſwelling bale, 

And as each mingling flame increales each, 

In one united ardour riſe to heaven. 

Or it you rather chuſe the rural ſhade, 

And find a tane in every ſecret grove, 90 
There let the ſhepherd's flute, the virgin's lay, 

The prompting teraph, and the poet's lyre, 

Still ling the God ot Scaſons as they roll. 

For me, when J forget the darling theme, 

Whether the bluſſom blows, the Summer ray 95 
Ruſſets the plain, inſpiring Autumn gleams, 

Or Winter riſes in the blackening Eatt, 

Be my tongue mute, my Fancy paint no more, 

And, dead to joy, forget my heart to beat! 

Should Fate command me to the fartheſt verge 100 
Of the green earth, to diſtant barbarous cluncs, 
Rivers unknown to ſong, where firſt the ſun 
Gilds Indian mountains, or his ſetting beam 
Flames on th' Atlantic iſles, tis nought to me; 
Since God is ever preſent, ever felt, 10 5 
In the void waſte as in the city full! 

And where he vital breathes there muſt be joy. 

When e'en at laſt the ſolemn hour ſhall come, 

And wing my myſtic flight to future worlds, 

I chearful will obey ;z there with new powers 110 
Will riſing wonders ſing. I cannot go 

Where Univerſal Love not ſmiles around, 
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Suſtaining all yon” orbs, and all their ſons, 
From ſeeming evil ſtill educing good, 

And better thence again, and better ſtill, 
In infinite progreſſion. But I loſe 

Myſelf in Him, in Light Ineffable : 

Come then, expreſſive Silence ! muſe His praiſe. 
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| AS on the ſea-heat ſhore Britannia ſat, 
Of her degenerate ſons the faded fame 
Deep in her anxious heart revolving ſad, 
Bare was her throbbing boſom to the fate, © 
That hoarſe and hollow from the bleak ſurge blew; 5 
Looſe flow'd her treſſes, rent her azure robe. 
Hung o'er the deep, from her majeſtic brow 
She tore the laurel, and ſhe tore the bay , 
Nor ceas'd the copious grief to bathe her cheek, 
Nor ceas'd her ſobs to murmur to the main. 10 
Peace diſcontented nigh, departing, ſtretch'd 
Her dove-like wings; and War, tho” greatly rous'd, 
Yet mourns his fetter'd hands ; while thus the Queen 
Of Nations ſpoke, and what ſhe ſaid the Muſe 
Recorded, faithful, in unbidden verſe. 15 
% E'en not yon” fail, that from the ſky-mixt wave 
Dawns on the ſight, and wafts the Royal Vouth,“ 
A freight of future glory to my ſhore ; 
E'en not the flattering view of golden days, 
And riſing periods yet of bright renown, 20 
Beneath the Parents, and their endleſs line 
Thro' late revolving time, can ſooth my rage, 
While, unchaſtis'd, the inſulting Spaniard dares 
Infeſt the trading flood, full of vain war, | 
Deſpiſe my navies, and my merchants ſeize, 25 
As, truſting to falſe peace, they fearleſs roam 
The world of waters wild, made by the toil 
And liberal blood of glorious ages mine z 
Nor burſts my ſlecping thunder on their head. 
Wheace this unwonted patience ? this weak doubt? 30 
| ® Frederick Prince of * then lately arrived. 
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This tame beſeeching of rejected peace? 
This meek forbearance? this unnative fear, 
To generous Britons never known. bclore 2... ... 
And fail'd my flects, for this, on Indian tides 
To float, unactive, with the veering winds ? 35 
The mockery of war! while hot Difeaſe, 
And Sloth diſtemper'd, ſwept off burning crowds, 
For action ardent, and amid the. deep, 
Inglorious ſunk them in a watery grave. 
There now they lie beneath the rolling flood, 40 
Far from their friends and country unaveng'd, 
And back the drooping war-ſhip comes again, 
Diſpirited, and thin: her ſons aſham'd 
Thus idly to review their native ſhore 
With not one glory ſparkling in their eye, 45 
One triumph on their tongue. A paſſenger, 
The violated merchant comes along, 
That far- ſought wealth, for which the noxious gale 
He drew and ſweat beneath Equator ſuns, 
By lawleſs force detain'd ; a force that ſoon 50 
Would melt away, and every ſpoil reſign, 
Were once the Britiſh Lion heard to roar. 
Whence 1s it that the proud Iberian thus, 
In their own well- aſſerted element, 
Dares rouze to wrath the maſters of the main ? 55 
Who told him that the big incumbent war 
Would not, ere this, have roll'd his trembling ports 
In ſmoky ruin? and his guilty ſtores, | 
Won by the ravage of a butcher'd world, 
Yet unaton'd, ſunk in the ſwallowing deep, co 
Or led the glittering prize into the Thames? 

There was a time (oh let my languid ſons 
Reſume their ſpirit at the rouſing thought ! 
When all the pride of Spain, in one dread fleet, 
Swell d o'er the lab'ring ſurge; like a whole heaven 65 
Of clouds, wide roll'd before the boundlels breeze. 
Gaily the ſplendid armament alon 
Exultarit plough'd, reflecting a red gleam, 
As funk the tun o'er all the flaming Vaſt; 
Tall, gorgeous, and elate, drunk with the dream 70 
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Of eaſy conqueſt; while their bloated War, | 
Stretch'd out from ſky to ſky, the gather'd force 
Of ages held in its capacious womb : 
But ſoon, regardleſs of the cumbrous pomp, | 
My dauntleſs Britons came, a gloomy Few ! 75 
With tempeſt black the 5 ly ſcene deform'd, 
e. The bolts of Fate 
Reſiſtleſs thunder*d through their yielding fides z 
Fierce o'er their beauty blaz'd the lurid flame; 
And ſeiz'd in horrid graſp, or ſhatter*d wide fo 
Amid the mighty waters, deep they funk. | 
Then, too, from ev'ry promontory chill, 
Rank fen, and cavern, where the wild wave works, 
I ſwept confederate winds, and ſwell'd a ſtorm. 
Round th' glad iſle, ſnatch'd by the vengeful blaſt, 8g 
The ſcatter'd remnants drove; on the blind ſhelve 
And pointed rock, that marks th' indented ſhore, 
Relentleſs daſh'd, where loud the northern main 
Howls thro' the fra&tur'd Caledonian iſles. | 
Such were the dawnings of my watry reignz 90 
But ſince how vaſt it grew, how abſolute,” © 
E'*en in thoſe trouble times, when dreadful Blake 
Aw'd angry nations with the Britiſh name, 
Let every humble ſtate, let Europe ſay, | 
Suſtain'd and: balanc'd by my naval arm. 95 
Ah! what muſt thoſe immortal ſpirits think 0 
Of your poor ſhifts? thole, for their country's good, 
Who fac'd the blackeſt danger, knew no fear, 
No mean ſubmiſſion, but commanded peace ? 
Ah! how with indignation muſt they burn! 100 
(It aught but joy can touch ethereal breaſts) 
With ſhame, with grief, to (ee their feeble ſons 
Shrink from that empire o'er the conquer'd ſeas, 
For which their widdom plann'd, their councils glow'd, 
And their veins bled, thro* many a toiling age! 105 
Oh! firſt of human bleſſings, and ſupreme! : : 
Fair Peace! how lovely, how delightful thou 
By whole wide tie the kindred ſons of men 
Like brothers live, -in amity combin'd, 9% 
And unſuſpicious faith; while honeſt Toll 10 
O 2 
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Gives every joy, to thoſe joys a right, 13 

Which idle barbarous Rapine 3 

Pure is thy reign, when, unaccurs d by blood, 

Tongs ſave the ſweetneſs of indulgent ſhowers, 

Trickling, diſtils into the vernant glebe ; 115 

Inſtead of mangled carcaſes, ſad · ſeen, 

When the blithe ſheaves lie ſcatter d o'er the field ; 

When only ſhining ſhares, the crooked knife, 

And hooks, imprint the vegetable wound; 

When the land bluſhes wi'h the roſe alone, 120 

The falling fruitage and the bleeding vine. 

Oh, Peace! thou ſource and ſoul of ſocial life, 

Beneath whoſe calm inſpiring influence 

Science his views enlarges, refines, | 

And ſwelling Commerce opens all her ports ; 125 

Bleſt be the man divine who gives us thee! | 

Who bids the trumpet huſh his horrid clang, 

Nor blow the giddy nations into rage; 

Who ſheaths the murderous blade; the deadly gun 

Into the well-pil'd armoury returns ; 130 

And, every vigour from the work of death 

To grateful induſtry converting, makes 

The country flouriſh, and the city ſmile, 

Unviolated, him the virgin fings, 

And him the ſmiling mother to her train : 135 

Of him the ſhepherd, in the peaceful dale, 

Chaunts: and, the treaſures of his labour fure, 

The huſbandman of him, as at the plough 

Or team he toils. With him the ſailor 85 

Benrath the trembling moon, the midnight wave; 140 

And the full city, warm, from ſtreet to ſtreet, 

And ſhop to ſhop, reſponſive, ſings of him. 

Nor joys one land alone; his praiſe extends 

Far as the ſun rolls the diffuſive day, 

Far as the breeze can bear the gifts of Peace, 145 

Till all the happy nations catch the ſong. ; 
What would not, Peace ! the patriot , 00 for thee ? 

What painful patience? what inceſſant care? 

What mixt anxiety ? what ſleepleſs toil ? 


Een from the raſh, protected, what reproach? 150 


© BRITANNIA, | 
For he thy value knows, thy friendſnip, he, 
To human nature: but the better thou, 


Tine richer of delight, ſometimes the more 


Inevitable war; when ruffian Force 
Awakes the fury of an injur'd ſtate. 


E'en the good patient man, whom Reaſon rules, FEY 


Rovs'd by bold infult, and injurious rage, 


With ſharp and ſudden check th* aſtoniſh'd ſons 


Of Violenze confounds; firm as his cauſe 
His bolder heart; in awful juſtice clad, 

His eyes effulging a peculiar fire; 

And as he charges thro' the proſtrate war, 
His keen arm teaches faithlels men no more 
To dare the ſacred vengeance of the juſt. 
And what, my thoughtleſs Sons ! ſhould fire — 
Than when your well-earn'd Empire of the 
The leaſt beginning injury receives? 


What better cauſe can call your lightning forth ? 


Your thunder wake? your deareſt life demand ? 
What better cauſe, than when your country ſees 
The fly deſtruction at her vitals aim'd? 


For, oh | it much imports you, tis your all, 


To keep your trade entire, entire the force 

And honour of your fleets ; o'er that to watch, 

E'en with a hand ſevere, and jealous eye. 

In intercourſe be gentle, generous, juſt, 

By wiſdom poliſh'd, and of manners fair; 

But on the ſea be terrible, untam'd, 

Unconquerable till ; let none eſcape, 

Who ſhall but aim to touch your glory there. 

Is there the man into the lion's den 

Who dares intrude, to ſnatch his young away? 

And is a Briton ſeiz'd, and ſeiz'd beneath 

The ſlumbering terrors of a Britiſh fleet? 

Then ardent riſe! oh! great in vengeance riſe! 

O'erturn the proud, teach Rapine to reſtore; 

And, as you ride ſublimely round the world, 

Make every veſſel ſtoop, make every ſtate -» 

At once their welfare and their duty know. 

This is your glory; this your wiſdom z this 
3 


1 
— 
52711 : 4H 


ep 166 


149 


D 
mn f\ 
- l £% 


755 


if.0 
* S 
160 

: 
"$& 


; 


170 


175 


30 | BRITANNIA. 

The native for which you were deſign'd 
By Fate, when Fate deſign'd the firmeſt ſtate 

hat e er was ſeated on the ſubject ſea | 
A. ſtate alone where Liberty ſhould live BERRY 
In theſe late times, this evening of mankind, 195 
When Athens, Rome, and Carthage, are no more 
The world almoſt in flaviſh floth diſſolv d. 
For this theſe rocks around your coaſt were thrown; 
For this your oaks, peculiar harden'd, ſhoot - ' 
Strumg into ſturdy growth; for this your hearts 200 
Swell with a ſullen courage, growing till 2 #4 
As danger grows; and ſtrength and toil for this 
Are liberal pour'd o'er all the fervent land. 
Then cheriſh this, this unexpenſive power, 
Undangerous to the public, ever prompt, - 205 
By laviſh Nature thruſt into your hand ; 
And, unencumber'd with the bulk immenſe 
Of conqueſts, whence huge empires roſe, and fell 
Self-cruſh'd, extend your reign from ſhore to ſhore, 
Where'er the wind your high beheſts can blow, 210 
And fix it deep on this eternal bale. - 
For ſhould the ſliding fabric once give way, 
Soon flacken'd quite, and paſt recovery broke, 
It gathers ruin as it rolls aiong, 
Steep-ruſhing down to that devouring gulf, 215 
Where many a mighty empire buried lies. 
And ſhould the'big redundant flood of Trade, 
In which ten thouland thouland labours join 
Their ſeveral currents, till the boundleſs tide 
Rolls in a radiant deluge o'er the land, 220 
Should this bright ſtream, the leaſt infleRed, point 
Its courſe another way, o'er other lands 
The various treaſure would reſiſtleſs pour, 
Ne'er to be won again; its ancient tract 
Left a vile channel, deſolate, and dead, 225 
With all around a miſerable waſte. 
Not Egypt, were her better heaven, the Nile, 
Turn'd in the pride of flow, when o'er his rocks 
And roaring cataracts, beyond the reach 


Ot dizzy Viſion pil'd, in one wide flaſh 230 


BRITANNIA. Tir 
An Ethiopian deluge foams amain, {1 
(Whence wondering fable trac'd him from the ſky ;) 
E*en not that prime of earth, where harveſts crowd 
On untill'd harveſts all the teeming year, | 
If of the fat o'erflowing culture robb'd, 235 
Were then a more uncomfortable wild, 
Steril, and void, than, of her trade depriv'd, 
Britons! your boaſted iſle: her princes ſunk, 
Her high- built honour moulder'd to the duſt, 
Unnerv'd her force, her ſpirits vaniſh'd quite, 240 
With rapid wing her riches fled away, | 
Her unfrequented- ports alone the fign : 
Ot what ſhe was, her merchants ſcatter'd wide, 
Her hollow ſhops ſhut up, and in her ſtreets, 
Her fields, woods, markets, villages, and roads, 245 
The chearful voice of Labour heard no more. 
Oh! let not, then, waſte luxury impair 
That manly ſoul of toil, which ſtrings your nerves, 
= our 1 47 happineſs creates | 
Oh! let not the ſoft penetrating pl 20 
Creep on the heal. came} 2 — there, 
With the ſharp tooth of many a new. form'd want, 
Endleſs, and idle all, eat out the heart 
Of Liberty, the high conception blaſt, 
The noble ſentiment, th* impatient ſcorn 255 
Of baſe ſubjection, and the ſwelling wiſh 
For general good eraſing from the mind; 
While nought ſave narrow ſelfiſhnets ſucceeds, 
And low deſign, the ſneaking paſſions all 
Let looſe, and reigning in the rankled breaſt. 260 
Induc'd at laſt, by ſcarce perceiv'd degrees, 
Sapping the very frame of government 
And lite, a total diſſolution comes ; 
Sloth, ignorance, dejection, flattery, fear, 
Oppreſſion raging o'er the waſte he makes, 265 
The human being almoſt quite extinct, 
And the whole ſtate in broad corruption ſinks, 
Oh! ſhun that gulf; that gaping ruin ſhun ! 
And countleſs ages roll it tar away 
From you, ye heaven-belov'd! May Liberty, 270 


BRITANNIA: 
The light of life ! .the-fun of -human-kind 1 - 
W hence heroes, bards, and patriots borrow a; 
Een where the keen depreflive North deſtende, 1 7 oþ 
Still ſpread, exalt, and actuate yo powers! | 
While {laviſh ſouthern climates beam in vain | 27 3 
And may a public ſpirit from the Throne, 
Where every virtue ſits, go copious forth, 
Live o'er the land, the finer arts inſpire, 
Make thoughtful Science raiſe his penſive head, 
Blow the frein ba! bid Induſtry: rejoĩce, 280 
And the rough ſons of loweſt Labour ſmile;!/ 
As when, protuſe of ſpring, the looſen'd Weſt 
Lifts up the pining year, and balmy breathes 
Youth, life, and love, and beauty, o'er the world. 
But haſte we from theſe melancholy ſhores, 285 
Nor to deaf winds and waves our fruitleſs N 
Pour weak. The country claims our active aid; 
That let us ream, and where we find ia Ren 
Of public virtue, blow it into flame. 
Lol now, my ſons, the ſons of Freedom! meet 29 
In awful ſenate: thither let us fly, 
Burn in the patriot's thought, flow: from his tongue 
In fearleſs truth, myſelf, trans torm'd, E 1 
And ſhed the ſpirit of Britannia round. A 10 
This ſaid, her fleeting form and airy train 295 
Sunk in the gale, and nought but ragged rocks | 
Ruſh'd on the broken eye, and nought was heard 
But the rough cadence of the daſhing waye. 
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LIBERTY. 
A POEM. 


IN FIVE PARTS» 
— * — 
TO HIS ROYAL HIGHNESS 
1 FREDERICK PRINCE OF WALES. 
WIEN I reflect upon that ready condeſcenſion, that 
preventing generoſity, with which your Royal 
Highneſs received the following Poem under your 
protection, I can alone aſcribe it to the recommenda- 
tion and influence of the ſubjet. In you the cauſe and 
concerns of Liberty have ſo zealous a patron, as enti- 
tles whatever may have the leaſt tendency to promote 
them to the diſtinction of your favour ; and who can 
entertain this delightful reflection, without feeling a 
pleaſure far ſuperior to that of the fondeſt author, and 
of which all true lovers of their country muſt partici- 
pate? To behold the nobleſt diſpoſitions of the prince 
and of the patriot united; and overflowing benevolence, 
generoſity, and candour of heart, joined to an enlight- 
ened zeal for Liberty, an intimate perſuaſion that on it 
depends the happineſs and glory, of both kings and 
people; to ſee theſe ſhining out in public virtues, as 
they have hitherto ſmiled in all the ſocial lights and 
private accompliſhments of life, is a proſpect that can- 
not but inſpire a general ſentiment ot ſatisfa&tion and 
gladneſs, more eaſy to be felt than expreſſed. | 
If the following attempt to trace Liberty from the 
firſt ages, down to her excellent eſtabliſhment in Great 
Britain, can at all merit your approbation, and prove 
an entertainment to your Royal Highneſs; if it can in 
any degree anſwer the dignity ot the ſubject, and of 
the name under which I preſume to ſhelter it, I have 
my beſt reward; particularly as it affords me an oppor- 
tunity of declaring that I am, with the greatelt zeal 
and reſpect, Sir, 
Your Royal Highnels's 
Moſt obedient and moſt devoted Servant, 
| James THOMSON. 
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Ancient & Modern Italy Compared. 


Libertp. . 
4 PARTI. 0 


The Cantebis, 3. | 


THE following Poem is thrown into the form of a poetical Viſion. Its ſcene 
the ruins of ancient Rome. The goddeſs of Liberty, who is ſuppoſed to (| 
through the whole, appears ch erized as Britiſh Liberty, to ver. 44 Gives 
a view of ancient Italy, aud particularly of republican Rome, in all her magni- 
ficence and glory, to ver: 112. This contraſted by modern Italy; its vallies, moun- 
tains, culture, cities, people; the difference apvearing trongeft in the capital 
city, Rome, to ver. 234- The ruins of the great works of Liberty more magni» 
fieent tian the borrowed pornp of Opprefiion ; and from them revived Sculpture, 
Painting, and architecture, to ver. 256 The old Romans agaltrophized, with 
regard to the ſeveral! melaut holy changes in Italy: Horace, Tully, and Virgil, 
with regard to their Tiber, Tuſculum, and Nz3p ics, to yer. h. That once 
fine and moſt ornamental part of Italy, all alu g the Coaſt of Baia, how 
charged, to ver. 321.) Tris defolation of Italy apphed to Britain, to ver. 344- 
Addrets to the goddeſs of Liberty, that ſhe would veducey, from the firſt ages, 
her chief — jt hg nay deſcription of which contirates the fubje of the 

ng parts of this m. she afſents, aud commands what, ſhe ſays to be 
ſung in Britain, whoſe happineſs ariſing from Freedom and a hmited Monarchy, 
88882 to ver. 301. Au immediate Viften attends, and paints her words. 
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O My lamented Talbot! while with thee 7] 

The Muſe'gay:rov'd the glad Heſperian round, 

And drew the inſpiring breath of ancient arts 

Ah! little thought the her returning verſe | 

Should ſing her darling ſubject to thy ſhade. 8 

And does the myſtic veil from mortal beam 

Involve thoſe eyes where every virtue ſmil'd, 

And all thy father's candid ſpirit ſhove? ; 

The light of reaſon, pure, without a cloud 

Full of the generous heart, the mild regard; 10 

Honour diſdaining blemiſh, cordial faith, | 

And limpid truth, that looks the very foul. 

But to the death of mighty nations turn 

My ſtrain; be there ablorpt the private tear. 
Muſing I lay, warm from the {acred walks 15 

Where at each ſtep Imagination burns; 

While ſcatter'd wide atound, awful and hoar, 

Lies, a vaſt monument! once- glorious Rome, 
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The tomb of Empire! Ruins that efface | 
Whate'er of finiſh'd, modern pomp can boaſt. 20 
| Snatch'd by theſe. wonders, to that world where 
Unfetter d ranges, Fancy's magic hand [thought 
Led me anew o'er all the ſolemn ſcene, | 
Still in the mind's pure eye more ſolemn dreſt ; 
When ſtraight, methought, the fair majeſtic Power 
Of Liberty appear d; not, as of old, 26 
Extended in her hand the cap and 10d, 
Whoſe ſlave-enlarging touch gave double life; 
But her bright temples bound with Britiſh oak, 
And naval honours nodded on her brow. 
Sublime of port, looſe 0'er her ſhoulders flow'd 
Her ſea green robe, with conſtellations gay. 
An ifland goddeſs now; and her high care 
The Queen of Ifles, the Miſtreſs of the Main, 
My heart beat filial tranſport at the fight, 35 
And as ſhe mov'd to ſpeak, th“ awaken'd Muſe | 
Liſten'd intenſe. A while ſhe look'd around, 
With mournful eye the well-known ruins mark'd, 
And then, her ſighs repreſſing, thus began. g 
« Mine are theſe wonders all thou ſeeſt is mine; 40 
But, ah! bow clang'd ! the falling, poor remains 
Of what exalted once the Auſonian ſhore, 
Look back thro' time, and, rifing from the gloo n, 
Mark the dread ſcene. that paints whate'er 1 ſay. 
The great Republic ſee 1 that glow'd, ſublime, 45 
With the mixt freedom of a thouland ſtates, 
Rais'd on the thrones of kings her curule chair, 
And by her faſces aw'd the tubject world. 
See buly millions quickening all the land, 
With cities throng'd, and teeming culture high; 50 
For Nature then {mil'd on her free-born ſons, + 
And pour'd the plenty that belongs to Men, 
Behold, the country chearing, villas riſe 
In lively proſpect, by the ſecret lapſe 
Of brooks now loſt and ſtreams renown'd in ſong: 5 f 
In Umbria's cloſing vales, or on the brow 
Of her brown hills that breathe the ſcented gale; 
On Baiæ's viny coalt, where peaceful ſeas, 


156 LIBERTY. | 
Fann'd by kind zephyrs, ever kiſs the ſhore, 
And ſuns unclouded ſhine thro” pureſt air 60 
Or in the ſpacious neighbourhood of Rome, 

Far ſhining upward to the Sabine hills, | 

To Anio's roar and Tiber's olive ſhade, 

To where Preneſte lifts her airy brow, 

Or downward ipreading to the ſunny ſhore, 65 
Where Alba breathes the freſhneſs of the main. 

See diftant naountains leave their vallies dry, 

And o'er the proud arcade their tribute pour, 

To lave imperial Rome. For ages laid, 

Deep, maſſy, firm, diverging every way, 70 
With tombs of heroes ſacred, fee her roads, 

By various nations trod, and ſuppliant kings, 

With legions flaming, or with triumph gay. 

Full in the centre of theſe wondrous works, 

The pride of earth, Rome in her glory ſee ; 75 
Behold her demi-gods, in ſenate met, 

All head to counſel, and all heart to act; 

The Commonweal inſpiring every tongue 

With fervent eloquence, unbrib'd, and bold, 

Ere tame Corruption taught the ſervile herd 8 
To rank obedient to a maſter's voice, | 
Her forum ſee, warm, popular, and loud, 

In trembling wonder huſh'd, when the two Sires,* 
As they the private father greatly quell'd, 

Stood up the public fathers of the ſtate. | 85 
See Juſtice judging there in human ſhape ! 

.Hark how with Freedom's voice it thunders high, 
Or in ſoft murmurs ſink to Tully's tongue. 

Her Tribes, her Cenſus, ſee; far erous troops, 
Whole pay was glory, and their reward 90 
Free for their country and for Me to die, 

Ere mercenary murder grew a trade. 
Mark, as the purple triumph waves along, 
The higheſt pomp and loweſt fall of life. 
er feſtive games, the ſchool of heroes, ſee; 93 
Her Circus, ardent with contending youth; 
Her ſtreets, her temples, palaces, and baths, 
L. J. Brutus and Virginius. 
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Full of fair Forms, of Beauty's eldeſt born, 
And of a people caſt in Virtue's mould; | | 
While Sculpture lives around, and Aſian hills 1co 
Lend their beſt ſtores to heave the pillar'd dome; 
All that to Roman ftrength the ſofter touch 
Of Grecian art can join. But language fails 
To paint this ſun, this centre of mankind, 
Where every virtue, glory, treaſure, ert, 105 
Attracted ſtrorg, in heighten'd luſtre met. 

Need I the contraſt mark ? unjoyous view 
A land in all, in government, in arts, 
In virtue, genius, earth, and heaven, revers'd. |, 
Who but, theſe far-fam'd ruins to behold, 110 
Proofs of a people whoſe heroic aims 
Soar'd far above the little ſelfiſn ſphere 
Of doubting modern life; who but, inflam'd 
With claſſic zeal, theſe conſecrated ſcenes 
Of men and deeds to trace, unhappy Land! ts 
Would truſt thy wiids, and cities looſe of ſway ? 

Are theſe the vales that, once, exulting ſtat-s 
In their warm boſom fed? the mountains theſe 
On whoſe high-blooming ſides My ſons, of old, 
T bred to glory? theſe dejected towns, 120 
Where, mean and ſordid, life can ſcarce ſubſiſt, 
The icenes of ancient opulence and pomp ? 

Come! by whatever facred name diſguis'd, 
Oppreſſion ! come, and in thy works rejoice ! 
S:e Nature's richeſt plains to putrid fens 125 
Turn'd by thy fury. From their chearful hounds 
See raz'd th' enlivening village, farm, and ſeat, 
Firſt rural Toil, by thy rapacious hand 
Robb'd of his poor reward, reſign'd the plow, 
And now he dares not turn the noxious glebe: 130 
"Tis thine entire. The lonely ſwain himſelf, 
Who loves at large along the graſſy downs 
His flocks to palture, thy drear champaign flies. 
Far as the ſickening eye can {weep around, 
"Tis all one deſert, deſolate, and grey, 135 
Graz'd by the ſullen buffalo alone; 
And where the rank W grovyt ii 
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rottu es taints the 8 
Beneath the baleful blaſt the —— | 

Or ſinks enfeebled, or infected burns. 740 
Beneath it mourns the ſolitary road, 

Roli'd in rude mazes o'er th' abandon'd waſte, 
While ancient ways, ingulf'd, are ſeen no more, 

Such thy dire plains, thou Self-deſtroyer | foe 

To human-kind ! Thy mountains, too, profuſe, 143 
Where ſavage Nature blooms, ſeem their ſad plai 

To raiſe againſt thy deſolating rod. 

There on the breezy brow, where thriving flates 

And famous cities, once, to the pleas'd 

Far other ſcenes of riſing culture ſpread, 150 
Pale ſhine thy ragged towns. Neglected round 

Each harveſt pines, the livid, lean produce 

Of heartleſs Labour; while thy hated joys, 

Not proper pleaſure, lift the lazy hand. 

Better to fink in floth the woes of life, 155 
Than wake their rage with unawailing toil. 

Hence drooping Art almoſt to Nature leaves 

The rude unguided year. Thin wave the gifts 

Of yellow Ceres, thin the radiant bluſh ' 

Of orchard reddens in the warmeſt ray. 160 
To weedy wildneſs run, no rural wealth 

(Such as dictators ay the garden pours, 

Crude the wild olive flows, and ſoul the vine; 

Nor juice Cœcubian nor Falernian more 
Streams life and joy, fave in the Muſe's bowl. 165 
Unſeconded by Art, the ſpinning race 

Draw the bright thread in vain, and idly toil. 

In vain, forlorn in wilds, the citron blows, 

And flowering plants perfume the deſert gale. 

Thro' the vile thorn the tender myrtle twines: 270 
Inglorious droops the laurel, dead to ſong, 

And long a ſtranger to the hero's brow. 

Nor half thy triumph this: caſt from brute fields 

Into the haunts of men thy ruthleſs eye, 
There buxom Plenty never turns her horn; 175 
The grace and virtue of exterior life, 

No clean Convenience reigus; cen Sleep itſelf, 
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Leaſt delicate of powers, reluctant, there 
Lays on the bed impure his- heavy head. | 
Thy horrid walk! dead, empty, unadorn'd; 180 
— rms «Yeh mri — 
Ot c ut Hurry, Commerce many-t 
And Art —. at his various 9 
Fervent, employ d. Mark the deſpond ing race, 
Of occupation void, az void of hope; 185 
Hope, the glad ray glanc'd from Eternal Good, 
That life enlivens, and exalts its powers, 
With views of fortune —madneſs all to them 
By thee relentleſs ſeiz'd their better joys, 
To the ſoft aid of cordial airs they fly, 190 
Breathing a kind oblivion o'er their woes, 
And love and muſic melt their ſouls away. * 
From feeble Juſtice ſee how raſh Revenge, f 
Trembling, the balance ſnatches, and the ſword, 
Fearful himſelf, to venal ruſſians gives. 195 
See where God's altar, nurſing Murder, ſtands | 

But chief let Rome, the mighty City | 
The full-exerted: genius of thy — * | 
Behold her riſe amid the lifeleſs waſte, 200 
Expiring Nature all corrupted round; 
While the lone Tiber, thro' the deſert plain 
Winds his waſte ſtores, and ſullen ſweeps along. 
Patch'd from my fragments, in unſolid powp, 
Mark how the temple glares, and, artful dreſt, 205 
Amuſive, draws the ſuperſtitious train, 
Mark how the palace lifts a lying front, 
Concealing often, in magniſic jail, 
Proud Want; a deep unanimated gloom ! 
And oft” ng to the drear abode 210 
Of Miſery, whoſe melancholy walls 
Seem its voracious grandeur to reproach. 
Within the city-bounds the-deſert ſee : 


See the rank vine 0'er: ſubterranean roofs 


Indecent ſpread, beneath whoſe fretted gold 215 

It once exulting flow'd. The people mark, 

Matchlefs, while fir d 1 Me; to public good 
1 


160 LIBERTY. | 
— firm; juſt, generous, brave; 
Airaid of nothing but unworthy life; [9 
Elate with glory, an heroic foul 5 4120 
Known to the vulgar breaſt: behold them now 
A thin deſpairing number, all- ſubdu'd, 

The ſlaves of ſlaves, b ſuperſtition fool'd, 
By vice unmann'd, — a licentious rule, 
In guile ingenious, and in murder brave. 22 5 
Such in one land, beneath the ſame fair clime, 
Thy tons, Oppreſſion! are, and ſuch were Mine. 

Elen with thy labour'd pomp, for whoſe vain ſhow 
Deluded thouſands ftarve, all age begrim'd, | 
Torn, robb'd, and ſcatter'd in unnumber'd ſacks, 230 
And by the tempeſt of two thouſand years | 
Continual ſhaken, let My ruins vie. 
Theſe roads, that yet the Roman hand aſſert, 
Beyond the weak repair of modern toil ; 
Theſe fraftur'd arches, that the chiding ftream 235 
No more delighted hear; theſe rich remains | 
Of marbles now unknown, where ſhines, imbib'd, 
Each parent ray; theſe maſſy columns, hew'd 
From Afric's tartheft ſhore ; one granite all | 
Theſe obeliſks high-towering to the ſky, 240 
Myſterious mark*d with dark Egyptian lore ; 
Theſe endleſs wonders that this-+ Sacred Wa 
Illumine ſtill, and conſecrate to Fame; 
Theſe fountains, vaſes, urns, and ſtatues, charg'd 
With the fine ſtores of art-completing Greece. 245 
Mine is, beſides, thy every later boaſt; | 
Thy Buonarotis, thy Palladios, Mine; 
And Mine the fair deſigns which 1 Raphael's ſoul 
O'er the live canvaſs, emanating, breath'd, 

What would you ſay, ye Conquerors of earth! 
Ye Romans! could you raiſe the laurel'd head? 251 
Could you the country ſee, by ſeas of blood, 


And the dread toil of ages, won fo dear, R 
Your pride, your triumph, your ſupreme delight ! 
+ Via Sacra, 


. Buonaroti Du the three 
de onarotly Palladic, and Raphest ne, grea: 
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LIBERTY. 161 

For whoſe defence oft*, in the doubtful hour, 283 
You ruſh'd with rapture down the gulph of Fate, 
Of death ambitious! till by awful deeds, 

Virtues, and courage, that amaze mankind, 

The Queen of Nations roſe, poſſeſt of all 

Which Nature, Art, and Glory, could beſtow! 260 
What would ſay, deep in the laſt abyſs 

Of ſlavery, vice, and unambitious want, 

Thus to behold. her ſunk * Your crowded plains 
— of ou nw unadorn'd your hills, — 264 

ngrac* our akes, parts to ſhips un wn, 
Your lawleſs floods, —— — 2 ſtreams, 
Theſe could you know ? theſe could you love again? 
Thy Tiber, Horace ] could it now inſpire 
Content, poetic caſe, and rural joy, 
Soon burſting into ſong, while thro* the groves + 270 
Of headlong Anio, daſhing to the vale, | 
In many a tortur'd ſtream, you mus d along? 
Von' wild retreat, where Superſtition dreams, 

Could, Tully ! you your Tuſculum + believe? 
And could you deem yon' naked hills, that ſorm, 273 
Fam'd in old ſong, the ſhip-forſaken bay , 
Your Formian ſhore, once the delight of earth, 
Where Art and Nature, ever - ſmiling, join d 
On the gay land to laviſh all their ſtores ? 
How chang'd, how vacant, Virgii! wide around, 
Would now your Naples ſeem ? diſaſter'd leſs 28 
By black Veſuvius, thundering o'er the coaſt 
His midnight earthquakes and his mining fires, 
Than by deſpotic that inward gnaws, 
A —— — — — — without. 
Firſt from your flattered Cæſars this began, 
Till, doom'd to tyrants an eternal prey, 
Thin-peopled ſpreads, at laſt, the ſyren plain, 
That the dire ſoul of Hannibal diſarm'd, | 

17 Tam is redtoned e e , | 

JJ. ö 


Naples, then un er the Auftrian government, 
"VCanpagna Felice, adjoining ty Capua. 
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162 LIBERTY. 
And wrapt in weeds the ſhore of Venus lies. F 290 
There Baiz fees no more the joyous throng, , 

Her banks all beaming with the pride of Rome: 

No generous vines now baſk along the hills, 

Where ſport the breezes of the T yrrhene main: 
With baths and temples mixt, no villas riſe; 295 
Nor, art-fuſtain'd amid reluctant waves, 

Draw the cool murmurs of the breathing deep : 

No ſpreading ports their ſacred arms extend; 

No mighty moles the big intruſive ftorm, 
From the calm ſtation, roll reſounding back. 300 

An almoſt total deſolation fits, 

A dreary ſtillneſs, ſaddening o'er the coaſt 3 
Where, I when ſoft ſuns and tepid winters roſe, 
Rejoicing crowds inhal'd the balm of peace ; 

Where city'd hill to hill reflected blaze; 305 
And where, with Ceres, Bacchus wont to hold 
A genial ſtrife. Her youthtul form, robuſt, 

E'en Nature yields, by fire and earthquake rent; 
Whole ſtately cities in the dark abrupt | 
Swallow'd at once, or vile in rubbiſh laid, 310 
A. neſt ſor ſerpents; from the red abyſs 
New hills, exploſive, thrown ; the Lucrine lake 
A. reedy pool; and all to Cuma's point 
The ea recovering his uſurp'd domain, 

And pour'd triumphant o'er the bury'd dome, 315 

Hence, Britain! learn, My beſt- eſtabliſh'd, laſt, 

And, more than Greece or Rome, My ſteady reign; 
'The land where, king and people equal bound 
By guardian laws, My fulleſt bleſſings flow); 

And where My jealous unſubmitting foul, 320 
The dread of tyrants! burns in every breaſt . 

Learn hence, it ſuch the miſerable fate 
Of an heroic race, the maſters once 
Of human-kind, what, when depriv'd of Me, 

How grievous mult be thine? In ſpite of climes, 4325 
— ang hare erat any mage rn Me e's 
temple e ected to Venus are ill to be ſeen, 

* — — N Hoepant hos thely winter onwents, and ſeye- 
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Whoſe ſun-enliven'd æther wakes the ſoul 
To higher powers, in ſpite of happy ſoils, 
That, but by Labour's ſlighteſt aid impell'd, 
With treaſures teem to thy cold clime unknown,  - 
If there deſponding fail the common arts 330 
And ſuſtenance of life, could life itſelf, 
Far leſs a thoughtle!s tyrant's hollow pomp, 
Subſiſt with thee? Againſt depreſſing ſkies, 
Join'd to full ſpread Oppreſſion's cloudy brow, | 
How could thy ſpirits hold? where vigour find? 335. 
Forc'd fruits to tear from their unnative ſoil ? 
Or, ſtoring every harveſt in thy ports, 
To plough the dreadful all-producing wave? 
Here paus'd the goddets: by the pauſe aſſur d, 
In trembling accents thus I mov'd my prayer. 340 
« Oh! fiſt, and moſt benevolent of powers! | 
« Come from eternal ſplendours, here on earth, 
«© Againſt deſpotic pride, and rage, and luſt, + 
« To ſhield mankind, to raiſe them to aſſert 
«© The native rights and honour of their race; 345 
Teach me, thy lowelt ſubject, but in zeal 
« Yieiding to none, the progrels of thy reign, 
% And with a flrain from thee enrich the Muſe. 
« As thee alone ſhe ſerves, her patron, thou, 
« And great inſpirer, be! then will ſhe joy, 350 
« 'Tho' narrow life her lot, and private ſhade ; 
« And when her venal voice ſhe barters vile, 
« Or to thy open or thy ſecret foes, 
« May ne'er thoſe ſacred raptures touch her more, 
6 By laviſh hearts unfelt ! and may her ſong 3335 
« Sink in oblivion with the nameleſs crew! 
% Vermin of ſtate! to thy o'erflowing light 
« That owe their being, yet betray-thy cauſe.” 
Then, condeſcending kind, the heavenly Power 
Return'd.—** What here, luggeſted by the ſcene, 
« 1 light unfold, record and ting at home, 361 
“In that bleſt iſle where (fo we {pirits move) 


« With one quick effort of My will I am: 
« There Truth, unlicens'd, walks, and dares accoſt 
« Een kings themſelves, the monarchs of the Free! 


164 LIRERTY, 
4 Fix'd on my rock, there an indulgent race 366 
« Oer Britons wield the ſceptre of their choice; 

« And there to finiſh what his fires began, 

& A Prince behold ! for Me who burns ſincere, 
Een with a ſubject's zeal. He my great work 370 
„ Will, parent - like, ſuſtain, and added give 

« The touch the Graces and the Muſes owe: 

« For Britain's glory ſwells his panting breaſt, 

« And ancient arts he emulous revolves ; - 

« His pride to let the ſmiling heart abroad, 375 
« Thro* clouds of pomp, that but conceal the man 
« To pleaſe his pleaſure, bounty his delight; 

46 all the ſoul of Titus dwells in him.“ 

Hail, glorious theme! But how, alas! ſhall verſe, 
From the crude ſtores of mortal language drawn, 380 
How, faint and tedious, ſing what, piercing deep, 
The goddeſs flaſh'd at once upon my ſoul ? 

For, clear preciſion all, the tangue of gods 

Is harmony itſelf ; to every ear | 
Familiar, known like light to o_ * 383 
Mean time diſcloſing ages, as ſhe ſpoke 

In long ſucceſſion pour'd their empires forth; 

Scene after ſcene the human drama ſpread, 

And ſtill th* embodied picture roſe to fight. 

Oh Thou! to whom the Muſes owe their flame! 
Who bid'ſt, beneath the Pole, Parnaſſus riſe, 391 
And Hippocrent flow, with thy bold eaſe, 
The ſtriking force, the lightning of thy thought, 
And thy ftrong phraſe, that rolls profound and clear, 
Oh! gracious Goddeſs! re- inſpire my ſong, 395 
While I, to nobler than poetic fame 
 Afpiring, thy commands to Britons bear. 
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Liberty, 
PART II. 
P The Cuntents. 

LIBEKTY traced from the paſtoral a and the firſt uniting of neighbouriog 
families into civil government, to ver. 4 The feveral —14— of Li- 
derty in Egypt, Perfia, Phenicia, Paleitine, flichtiy touched upon, down to 
her great eſtabliſhment in Greece, to ver. 91. ecgraphical deſcript on of 
Greece, to ver. 113- Sparta and Athens, the two pri ſtates of Creece, 
deſcribed, to ver. 164 Influence of Liberty over «ll the Grecian ſtates, with 
regard to their government, their politeneſs, their virtues, their arts and ſciences. 
The vaſt ſuperiority it gave them, in point of force and bravery, over the Fer- 
fians, exemplified by the action of Thermopyle, the battle of Marathon and 
the retreat of the Ten Thouſand. Its full exertion, and moſt beautiful e 


in Athens, to ver. 216. Liberty the ſource of free philoſophy. The variou 
ſchools which took their riſe from Socrates, to ver. 257- Enumeration of fine 
arts: Eloquence, Poetry, Muſic, Scul Painting, and Architefture, the 
effe&ts of Lon in Greece, and brought to their utmoſt perfection there, to 
ver. 381. Tranſition to the modern ftate of Greece, to ver. 411. . 
— aud was at laſt entirely loſt among the Greeks, to ver. 472+ 

reflection. 1 4 


ing 
HUS ſpoke the goddeſs of the fearleſs 
T And ay 4 — renew'd, the Viſion roſe. 

« Firſt, in the dawn of time, with eaſtern ſwains, / 
In woods, and tents, and cottages, I liv'd, | 
While on from plain to plain they led their flocks, 3 
In ſearch of clearer ſpring and freſher field. 
Theſe, as increaſing families diſclos'd 
The tender ſtate, I taught an equal ſway, 

Few were offences, properties, and laws. ; 30 
Beneath the rural portal, alm- o erſpread, 10 
The father-ſenate met. There Juſtice dealt, | 
With reaſon then and-equity the lame, 

Free as the common air, her prompt decree; 

Nor yet had ſtain'd her ſword with ſubjectsꝰ blood. 
The ſimpler arts were all their ſimpler wants 15 
Had urg'd to light; but inſtant, theſe ſupply d, 
Another ſet of fonder wants aroſe, 

And other arts with them of finer aim, 

Till, from refining want to want impell'd, 

The Mind by thinking puſh'd her latent powers, 20 
And life began to glow, and arts to ſhine, 

At firſt, on brutes alone the ruſtic war 
Launch'd the rude ſpear; ſwift as he glar'd along, 
On the grim lion or the robber wolf! 


. 


For then young petite Life was voll of toi 

or then portive Life was 1 
Demanding little, and with little pleas d; x 
But when to ood grown, and endleſs joys, 

Led on by equal toils, the boſom fir'd, 

Lewd lazy Rapine broke primeval Peace, 

And, hid in caves and idle foreſts drear, 

From the lone pilgrim and the wandering ſwain 
Seiz'd what he durſt not earn, Then brother's blood 
Firſt, horrid, (moak'd on the polluted ſkies. N 
Awful in juſtice, then the burning youth, 


Led by their temper'd fires, on lawleſs men, 15 


The lat worſt monſters of the ſhaggy wood, 
Turn'd the keen arrow and the ſharpen d ſpear. 
Then war grew glorious. Heroes then aroſe, 
Who, ſcorning coward ſelf, for others liv'd, | 
Toil'd for their eaſe, and for their ſafety bled. 40 
Weſt with the living day to Greece I came: | 
Earth fmil'd beneath my beam; the Muſe before 
Sonorous flew, that low, till then, in woods 
Had tun'd the reed, and figh'd the ſhepherd's pain; 
But now, to fing heroie deeds, the fwell'd 45 
A. nobler note, and bade the uet burn. a 
For Greece my ſons of Egypt I forſook, 
A boaſtful race, than in the vain abyſs 
Of fabling ages lov'd to loſe their ſouree, 
And with their river trac*d it from the ſkies, 50 
While there my laws alone deſpotic reign'd, 
And kings as well as people proud obey d; 
J taught them ſcience, virtue, wiſdom, arts; 
By poets, fages, legiſlators ſought, | 
e ſchool of polith'd life and human - kind: 35 
But when myſterious Superſtition came, | 
And, with her Civil Sifter ® leagu'd; involy'd 
In ſtudy'd darkneſs the deſponding mind, 
Then tyrant Power the righteous — unloos'd 3 
For Yietded reaſon ſpeaks the ſoul a flave, 60 
Inſtead of uſeful works, like Nature's great, 
Enormous, cruel wonders cruſh'd the land, 
And round a tyrant's tomb, who none deſery'd, 
o Civil tyranay, # The pyromies. - 
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For one vile carcaſs perifh'd countleſs lives, 
Then the great Dragon, tou couch'd amid his floods, 65 
Swell'd bs. fierce heart, and cry*d-** This flood is 
« *Tis I that bid it flow. — But, . 
His frenzy ſoon the proud blaſphemer felt: 
Felt that, without My fertilizing 
Suns loſt their force, and Niles o *erflow'd in vain, 70 
8 ught could retard me; nor che frugal ſtate 
Of rikog Perſia, ſober in extreme, ' 
Beyond the pitch of man, and thence revers'd 1 
Into luxurious waſte : nor yet the . 
ot n firſt toy: pron. 1 
t paint the voice, t to , 
Of 8 | hong Way nao! og hn by fair ſtars | 
Firſt tempted out into the 
To whom I firſt diſclos'd —_— arts, | 
The winds to conquer, to ſubdue the waves, $0 
With all the peaceful power of ruling trade; | 
Earneſt of Britain. Nor by theſe retain'd, 
Nor by the neighbouring land, whoſe palmy ſhore 
The ſilver an laves ; before Me la 
The promis'd Land of Arts, and urg flight. 85; 
Hail, Nature's utmoſt boaſt | 9 415 — 
My faireſt reign! where every power benign 
Conſpir'd to blow the flower 1 Kind, 
And laviſh'd all that Genius can inſpire, |; 
Clear ſunny climates, by the breezy main, 90 
Jonian or ZEgean, temper'd kind x 
Light airy ſoils, a country rich and gay, 
Broke into hills, with balmy odours crown'd, 
And, bright with purple harveſts, joyous vales: 94 
Mountains and ftreams where verſe i pontaneous flow d; 
Whence deem'd by wondering men the ſeat of gods, 
And ſtill the mountains and the ſtreams of ſong. 
All that boon Nature could luxuriant 
Of high materials, and My reſtleſs arts | 
Frame into finiſh'd life. How many ſtates, 100 
And cluſtering towns, and monuments of fame, 
And ſcenes of glorious deeds, in little bounds ! 


# The tyrants of Eeypt, 
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From the rough tract of bending mountains, beat 
By Adria's here, there by ZEgean waves, . 
o where the deep-adorning Cyclade Iſles 105 
In ſhining proſpect riſe, and on the ſho 1 
Of fartheſt Crete reſounds the Libyan main. 
O'er all two rival cities rear'd the brow, 
And balanc'd all. Spread on Eurota's bank, 
Amid a circle of foft-rifing hills, 110 
The patient Sparta one; the ſober, hard, 
And man-ſubduing city, which no ſhape 
Of pain could conquer, or of pleaſure charm. 
Lycurgus there built, on the folid baſe 
Of equal life, ſo well a temper'd ſtate, 115 
Where mix'd each government in ſuch juſt poiſe, 
Each power ſo checking and ſupporting each, 
That firm for ages, and unmov'd, it ſtood, 
The fort of Greece! without one giddy hour, 
One ſhock of faction, or of party rage. 120 
For, drain'd the ſprings of wealth, corruption there 
Lay wither'd at the root. Thrice happy land! 
Had not neglected Art, with weedy Vice 
Confounded, ſunk. But if Athenian arts 
Lov'd not the ſoil, yet there the calm abode 125 
Of Wiſdom, Virtue, philoſophic Eaſe, 
Of manly Senſe and Wit, in frugal phraſe 
Confin'd, and preſs d into laconic force. 
There, too, by rooting thence ſtill treacherous Self, 
The public and the private grew the ſame : 130 
The children of the nurſing Public all, 
And at its table fed ; for that they toil'd, 
For that they liv'd entire, and e' en for that 
The tender mother urg'd her ſon to die. 
Of ſofter genius, but not lels intent 135 
To ſeize the palm of empire, Athens aroſe ; 
Where, with bright marbles big and future pomp, 
Hymettus + ſpread, amid the ſcented ſky, 
His thymy treaſures to the labouring bee, 
And to botanic hand the ſtores of health. 140 
Wrapt in a foul-attenuating clime, | 
1 A mountain near Athens, 
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Between Iliſſus“ and Cephiſſus glow'd | 
This hive of Science, ſhedding ſweets divine, 
Of active arts and animated arms. 
There, paſſionate for Me, an eaſy-moy'd, 145 
A quick refin'd, a delicate, humane, | 
Enlighten'd people reign'd. Oft* on the brink 
Of ruin, hurry'd by the charm of ſpeech, 
Inforcing haſty counſel immature, 
Totter'd the raſh Democracy, unpois'd, 150 
And by the rage devour'd that ever tears | 
A populace unequal ; part too rich, 
And part or fierce with want or abje& grown. 
Solon, at laſt, their mild reſtorer, roſe, 
Allay'd the tempeſt, to the calm of laws 155 
Reduc'd the ſettling whole, and, with the weight 
Which the two Senates + to the public lent, 
As with an anchor, fix*d the driving ftate. 

Nor was My forming care to theſe confin'd ; 
For emulation thro* the Whole I pour'd, 160 
Noble contention! who ſhould moſt excel 
In government well pois*d, adjuſted beſt 
To public weal; in countries cultur'd high; 
In ornamented towns, where Order reigns, 
Free ſocial life, and poliſh*d manners fair; 165 
In exerciſe and arms; arms only drawn 
For common Greece, to quell the Perſian pride; 
In moral ſcience, and in graceful arts. 
Hence, as for glory peacefully they ſtrove, 
The prize grew greater, and the prize of all. 170 
By conteſt Brighten'd, hence the radiant youth 
Pour'd every beam ; by generous pride inflam'd, 
Felt every ardour burn ; their great reward 
The verdant wreath which ſounding Piſa 1 gave. 

Hence flouriſh*'d Greece, and hence a race of men, 
As gods by conſcious future times ador'd, 176 
In whom each virtue wore a ſmiling air, 


® Two rivers, which Athens » as ſituated. | 
. + The Areopagus, or tupremeWurt of judicature, hc Solon reformed and 
improved; and the cout cil of Fut Hundred, by him i fiituted. In this council 
= * of ſtate were deliberated, before they came to be voted in the aſſem- 
of the people. 
$ or Uiympia, the c.ty where the Olympic gzmes were celcbrated, 


Ealb ſcience ſhed o'er life u friendly lights 
ach ſcience o'er life a b 
Each art was nature. Spartan valour, hence, 
At the fam'd paſs* firm as an iſthmus ſtood, 180 
And the whole eaſtern ocean, waving far 
Aseye could dart its viſion, nobly check'd; 
While in extended battle at the field | 
Of Marathon, My keen Athenians drove 
Before their ardent band an hoſt of flaves. 135 
Hence thro? the continent ten thouſand Greeks 
Urg'd a retreat, whole glory not the prime 
Ot victories can reach. Deſerts in vain 
Oppos'd their courſe ; and hoſtile lands, unknown; 
And deep rapacious floods, dire-bank'd with death; 
And mountains, in whoſe jaws deſtruction grinn'd; 190 
Hunger and toil, Armenian ſnows and ſtorms, 
And circling myriads ſtill of barbarous foes. 
Greece in their views and yet untouch'd, 
Their ſteady column pierc'd the ſcattering herds 195 
Which a whole empire pour'd, and held its way 
Triumphant, by the ſage exalted Chief + 
Fir'd and ſuſtain'd. Oh! light and force of mind 
Almoſt almighty, in ſevere extremes 8 
The ſea at laſt from Colchian mountains ſeen, aco 
Kind-hearted tranſport round their captains threw 
The foldiers* fond embrace; o'erflow'd their eyes 
With tender floods, and loos'd the general voice 
To cries reſounding loud—The ſea! The ſea! 

In Attic bounds hence heroes, ſages, wits, 205 
Shone thick as ſtars the Milky Way of Greece! 
And tho* gay Wit and pleaſing Grace was theirs, 
All the ſoft Modes of Elegance and Eaſe, 

Yet was not Courage leſs, the patient touch 
Of toiling Art, and Diſquiſition deep. 210 

My ſpirit pours a vigour thro? the ſoul, 

Th unfetter d thought with energy inſpires, 
Invincible in arts, in the bright field 

Of nobler Science, as in that of Arms. 

Athenians thus not Jeſs intrid id burit r 
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LIBERTY. 171 
The bonds of tyrant darkneſs, than they 28 
The Perſian chains; while thro* the city, full 
Of mirthful quarrel and of witty war, 
Inceſſant ſtruggled taſte refining taſte, 
And friendly free difcuffion, calling forth 220 
From the fair jewel Truth its latent ray. 
O'er all ſhone out the great Athenian Sage, + 
And Father of Philoſophy ; the ſun 
From whoſe white blaze, emerg'd, each various ſe&t 
Took various teints, but with diminifh'd beam. 225 
Tutor of Athens! he in every ſtreet 
Dealt princeleſs treaſure z goodneſs his delight, 
Wiſdom his wealth, and glory his reward. 
Deep thro? the human heart, with playful art, 
His fimple queſtion ſtole, as into truth 230 
And ſerious deeds he ſmil'd the laughing race; 
Taught moral happy life whate'er can bleſs 
Or grace mankind ; and what he taught he was. 
Compounded high, tho plain, his doctrine broke 
In different Schools. The bold — 2. 235 
Of figur'd Plato, Xenophon's pure ſtrain, 
Like the clear brook that ſteals along the vale, 
Diſſecting truth, the Stagyrite's keen eye, 
Th' exalted Stoic pride, the Cynic ſheer, 
The flow-confenting Academic doubt; 240 
And, joining bliſs to virtue, the glad caſe 
Of Epicurus, feldom underſtood. 
They, ever candid, reaſon ſtill oppos*d 
To reaſon, and, fince virtue was their aim, 
Each by ſure practice try d to prove his way 245 
The beſt. n ſtood untouch'd the ſolid baſe 
Of Liberty, the liberty of mind ; 
For ſyſtems yet, and ſoul-enſlaving creeds, 
Slept with the monſters of ſucceeding times. 
From prieftly darkneſs ſprung the enlightening arts 
Of fire, and ſword, and rage, and horrid names. 251 

O Greece! thou ſapient nurſe of finer Arts! 
Which to bright Science blooming Fancy bore, 
Be this thy praiſe, that thou, thou alone, 

# Socrates. 
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172 LIBERTY. | 
In theſe haſt led the way, in theſe excell d, 2356 
Crown'd with the laurel of aſſenting Time. 

In thy full language, ſpeaking mightier things, 
Like a clear torrent cloſe, or elſe diftus'd 
A broad majettic ſtream, and rolling on 
Thro' all the winding harmony of tound, 260 
In it the power of Eloquence, at large, 
Breath'd the perſuaſive or pathetic ſoul, 
Still'd by degrees the democratic ſtorm, 

Or bade it threatening riſe, and tyrants ſhook, 
Fluſh'd at the head of their victorious troops. 265 
In it the Muſe, her fury never quench' d, 

By mean unyielding phraſe, or jarring ſcund, 
Her unconfin'd divinity diſplay'd, 
And, ſtill harmonious, form'd it to her will, 
Or ſoft deprels'd it to the ſhepherd's moan, 270 
Or rais'd it ſwelling to the tongue of gods. 

Heroic Song was thine, the fountain bard, + 
Whence each poetic ſtream derives its courſe. 
Thine the dread Moral Scene, thy chief delight! 
Where idle Fancy durſt not mix her voice, 275 

When Reaſon {poke auguſt; the fervent heart 
Or plain'd or ſtorm'd, and in the impaſſhon'd man, 
Concealing art with art, the poet ſunk. | 
This potent ſchool of manners, but when left 
To looſe neglect, a land-corrupting plague, 230 

Was not unworthy deem'd of public care, 

And boundleſs col, by thee, whole every ton, 

E'en laſt mechanic, the true taſte pofleſs'd 
Of what had flavour to the nouriſh'd ſoul. 

The ſweet entorcer of the poet's ſtrain, 1 38g 

Thine was the meaning Muſic of the heart; 

Not the vain trill that, void of paſſion, runs 

In giddy mazes, tickling idle ears, 

But that deep-ſearching voice, and artful hand, 

To which reſpondent ſhakes the varied foul. 290 

Thy fair ideas, thy delightful forms, | 

By Love imagin'd, by the Graces touch'd, 

he boaſt of well-pleas'd Nature! Sculpture ſeiz d, 
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LIBERTY. 173 
And bade them ever ſmile in Parian ſtone. 
Selecting Beauty's choice, and that again 295 
Exalting, blending in a perfe& whole, 
Thy workmen left een Nature's ſelf behind. 
From thoſe far different, whoſe prolific hand 
Peoples a nation, they for years on years, 
mes cool touches of judicious toil, 
eir rapid genius curbing, pour d it all 
Thro' the live features of one breathing ſtone. 
There, beaming full, it ſhone, expreſſing gods ; 
Jove's awful brow, Apollo's air divine, 
The fierce atrocious frown of finew'd Mars, 305 
Or the ſly graces of the Cyprian _ 
Minutely perfect all! each dimple ſunk, 
And every muſcle ſwell'd, as Nature _ 
In treſſes, braided gay, the marble wav'd, 
Flow'd in looſe robes, or thin tranſparent veils; 4310 
Sprung into motion, ſoften'd into fleſh, 
Was fir'd to paſſion, or refin'd to ſoul. 
Nor leſs thy pencil, with creative touch, 
Shed mimic life, when all thy brighteſt dames 
Aſſembled, Zeuxis in his Helen mix'd. 315 
And when Apelles, who peculiar knew 
To give a grace that more than mortal ſmil'd, 
The ſoul of Beauty! call'd the Queen of Love 
Freſh from the billows, bluſhing orient charms, 
E'en fuch enchantment then thy pencil pour'd, 320 
That cruel-thoughted War th' impatient torch 
Daſh'd to the ground, and, rather than deſtroy 
The patriot picture, + let the city "ſcape. 
Firft elder Sculpture taught her ſiſter Art 
Correct deſign, where great ideas ſhone, 325 
And in the ſecret trace expreſſion ſpoke : 
Taught her the graceful attitude, the turn, 
And beauteous airs of head; the native act, 
Or bold or eaſy; and caſt free behind, 


The ſwelling mantle's well-adjuſted flow. 330 


When Demetrius befieged Rhodes, and could have reduced the city, by fer« 
9 fire to that quarter of t where flood the bouſe of the celebrated Frotoge!es, 
t choſe rather to raiſe the fiege than hazard the burning of à famous pittwe, 


called Jaſylus, the maiter-picce of that painter. 
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174 5 LIBERTY. 
Then the bright Muſe, their eldeſt Siſter, came, 
And bade her follow where ſhe led the way! 
Bade earth, and ſea, and air, in colours riſe, 
And copious action on the canvas glow ; 
Gave her gay Fable, ſpread Invention's ftore, 335 
Enlarg'd her view, taught compoſition high, 
And juſt ranges circling round one point, 
That ſtarts to tight, binds and commands the whole, 
Caught from the heavenly Muſe a nobler aim, 
And ſcorning the loft trade of mere delight, 340 
O'er all thy temples, porticos, and ſchools, 
Heroic deeds the trac'd, and warm diſplay d 
Each moral beauty to the raviſh'd eye. 
There, as th' imagin'd preſence of the God 
Arous'd the mind, or vacant hours induc'd 345 
Calm Contemplation, or aſſembled youth 
Burn'd in ambitious circle round the ſage, 
The living leſſon ſtole into the heart 

With more prevailing force than dwells in words. 
Theſe rouze to glory, While to rural lite 350 
The ſofter canvas oft? repos'd the ſoul. 

There gaily broke the ſun- illumin'd cloud; 

The lets'ning proſpect, and the mountain blue, 
Vaniſh'd in air; the precipice frown'd, dire 

White down the rock the ruſhing torrent daſh'd; 355 
The ſun ſhone, trembling, o'er the diftant main; 
The tempeſt toam'd, immenſe ; the driving ſtorm 
Sadden'd the ſkies ; and from the doubling gloom, 
On the ſcath'd oak the ragged lightning fell; 

In cloſing thades, and where the current tirays, 360 
With Peace and Love, and Innocence, around, 
Pip'd the lone ſhepherd to his feeding flock ; 

Round happy parents {mil'd their younger ſelves, 
And friends convers'd, by death divided long. 

To public virtues thus the ſmiling Arts, 365 
Unblemiſh'd handmaids ! ſery'd ; the Graces they 
To dreſs this faireſt Venus. Thus rever'd, 

And plac'd beyond the reach of fordid care, 
The high awarders of immortal fame, | 
Alone for glory thy great maſters {trove z 370 
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LIBERTY, 175 
Courted by kings, and by contending ſtates 
Aſſum'd the boaſted honour of their birth. 

In Architecture, too, thy rank ſupreme! 


The little builder Man ; by thee re 
And, ſmiling high, to full perfection brought. 
Such thy ſure rules, that Goths of every age, 
Who ſcorn'd their aid, have only loaded earth 
With labour'd heavy monuments of ſhame : 
Not thoſe gay domes that o'er thy ſplendid ſhore 350 
Shot, all proportion, up. Firſt unadorn'd, 
lein, the manly Doric roſe; 

Th' Ionic then, with decent matron grace, 
Her airy pillar heav'd ; luxuriant laſt, 
The rich Corinthian ſpread her wanton wreath; 385 
The wi:ole ſo meaſur'd true, ſo lefſen'd off 
By fine proportion, that the marble pile, 
Form'd to repel the ſtill or ftormy waſte 
Ot rolling ages, light as fabrics look d 
That trom the magic wand aerial riſe. 390 

Theſe were the wonders that illumin'd Greece 
From end to end. — Here interrupting warm, 
Where are thcy now? (I cry'd) ſay, Goddeſs! where? 
And what the land thy darling thus of old? 
« Sunk ! (ſhe retum'd ) deep in the kindred gloom 395 
Of Superttition and ot Slavery funk ! 
No glory now can touch their hearts, benumb'd 
By Icoſe dejeRed ſloth and ſervile fear ; 
No ſcience pierce the darkneſs of their minds; 
No nobler art the quick ambitious foul 400 
Of imitation in their breaſt awake. 
E'en to ſupply the needful arts of life 
Mechanic toi} denies the hopeleſs hand: 
Scarce any trace remaining, veſtige grey, 
Or nodding column, on the deſert ſhore, 305 
To point where Corinth or where Athens ſtood. 
A faithſeſs land of violence and death! 
Where Commerce parleys, dubious, on the ſhore; 
And his wild impulle curious Search reſtrains, 
Atraid to tiuſt th* inhoſpitable clime, 410 
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Neglected Nature fails; in ſordid want 
Sunk, and debas'd, their beauty beams no more. 
The Sun himſelf ſeems angry, to regard, 
Of light unworthy, the degen'rate race, 
And fires them oft* with peſtilential rays ; 415 
While earth, blue poiſon ſteaming on the ſkies, 
Indignant ſhakes them from her troubled ſides. 
But as from man to man, Fate's firſt decree, 
Impartial Death the tide of riches rolls, 
So States muſt die, and Liberty go round. 420 

Fierce was the ſtand ere Virtue, Valour, Arts, 
And the Soul fir'd by Me, (that often ſtung + 
With thoughts of better times and old renown, - 
From hydra-tyrants try'd to clear the land, 
Lay quite extin& in Greece, their works effac'd, 425 
And groſs o'er all unfeeling Bondage ſpread. 
Sooner I mov'd My much reluctant flight, 
Pois'd on the doubtful wing, when Greece with Greece, 
Embroil'd in foul contention, fought no more 


For common glory and for common weal, 430 


But, falſe to Freedom, ſought to quell the Free; 
Broke the firm band of peace, and ſacred love, 
That lent the whole irretragable force, 
And, as around the partial trophy bluſh'd, 
Prepar'd the way for total overthrow. 435 
Then to the Perſian power, whole pride they ſcorn'd, 
When Xerxes pour'd his millions o'er the land, 
Sparta by turns, and Athens, vilely ſu'd ; 
Su'd to be venal parricides, to ſpill 
Their country's braveſt blood, and on themſelves 440 
To turn their matchleſs mercenary arms. 
Peaceful in Suſa, then, ſat the Great King, + 
And by the trick of treaties, the ſtill waſte 
Of ſly Corruption and Barbaric gold, 
Effe&ted what his ſteel could ne'er perform. 445 
Profuſe he gave them the luxurious draught, 
Inflaming 15 the land; unbalanc'd wide 
Their tottering ſtates, their wild aſſemblies rul'd, 
As the winds turn at every blaſt the ſeas, 

1 80 the kings of ferũa were called by the Greeks, 
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And by their liſted orators, whoſe breath -, 430 
Still with a faclious ſtorm infeſted Greece, m_—_— 
bs to Civil war, or daſh'd them down 

o ſordid peace®—Peace ! that, when Sparta ſhook - 
Ai Aron on his throne, ths | 
Gave up, fair-ſpread o'er Aſia s tunny ſhore, 4533 
Their kindred cities to perpetual chains. 
What could fo baſe, ſo infamous a thought 
In Spartan hearts inſpire ? Jealous, they ſaw 
Reſpiring Athens + rear again her walls, | 
And the pale fury fir'd them once again 460 
To cruſh this rival city to the duſt. 
For now no more the noble ſocial ſoul 
Of Liberty My families combin'd, 
But by ſhort views and ſelfiſh paſſions broke, 
Dire as when friends are rankled into foes, 463 
They mix'd ſevere, and wag d eternal war; | 
Nor felt they, furious, their exhauſted force 
Nor, with falſe glory, diſcord, madneſs blind, 
Saw how the blackening ftorm from Thracia came. 
Long years roll'd on, by many a battle ſtain'd, 1 470 
The biuſh and boaſt of Fame! where courage, art, 
And military glory, ſhone ſupreme: 
But let deteſting ages from the ſcene 
Of Greece, elf mangled, turn the ſickening eye. 
At laſt, when bleeding from a thouſand wounds 47g 
She telt her ſpirits fail, and in the duſt . 
Her lateſt heroes, Nicias, Conon, lay, 
Ageſilaus, and the Theban Friends, 5 
The Macedonian Vulture mark'd his time, 
By the dire ſcent of Cheronza || lur'd, 480 
And, fierce deſcending, ſeiz d his hapleſs prey. 

Thus tame ſubmitted to the victor's yoke 
Greece! once the gay, the turbulent, the bold, 


® The peace made by Antalcidas, the Lacedemonian admiral, with the Per- 
fans; by which the Lacedemonians abandoned all the Greeks ell ablithed in the 
Leſſer & ſia to the dominion of the King of Perfia. 
1 Athens had been diſmantled by the Lacedemonians at the end of the firſt 
nefian war, and was at this time reſtored by Conon to its former ſplen- 


T The Peloponneſian war. 
$ Pelopidas and Epamipondas. 
[ The battle of Charantny is which Fey of Macedon utterly defeated the 


199 LIBERTY. . 
For every Grace, and Muſe, and Science, born; 
With arts of war, of government, elate; | 485 
To tyrants dreadful, dreadful to the beſt; 
Whom I Myfelf could ſcarcely rule; and thus 
The Perſian fetters, that inthrall'd the mind, 
8 to — —— apparent chains. | 

Unleſs Corruption the pride 
And guardian vigour of the Fice-bark ſoul, * 
All crude attempts of Violence are vain; 
For firm within, and while at heart untouch'd, 
Ne'er yet wt was F —_ — 
But ſoon as pendence ſtoops the head, 4 
To vice enflav'd, and oregon whe wants, oe 
Then to ſome foul corrupting hand, whoſe waſte 
Theſe heightened wants with fatal bounty feeds, 
From man to man the flackening ruin runs, 
Till the whole State, unnerv'd, in ſlavery finks, 800 
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Libertn. 
PART III. 


The Contents. 


AS this Part contains @ deſcription of the eſtabli ſument of in 90s, 
it vegins with a view of the Grecian colonies ſettled in the ſouthern parts 
Italy, which, with Sicily, conftituted the Great Greece of the Ancients. With 
melt colonies the ſpirit of Liberty and of Republics £ over Italy, to 
ver. 32. Tranſition to Pythagoras and his philoſophy, which he taught through 
thoſe free ſtates and cities, to ver. 71. Amidſt the many ſmall republics in Italy's 
Rome the deſtined ſeat of Liberty. Her eſtabliſhment there dated from the 
of the Tarquins, How differing from that in Greece, to ver. 8. Refe- 
rence to a view of the Roman Republic given in the Firſt Pat of this Poem: to 
mark its riſe and fall the peculiar purrort of This. Duritig its firſt nge, the 
force of Liberty and Virtue exerted, to ver. 103. The ſource whence 
derived the heroic virtues of the Romans. Enumeration of theſe virtues. 
Thence their ſecurity at home; their glory, ſucceſs, and empire, abroad, to ver. 
226. Bounds of the Roman Empire geographically deſcri to ver. 237. 
ttates of Greece reſtored to liberty by Titus Quintus Flaminius, the hi in- 
ftance of public generoſity and beneficence, to yer. 328. The loſs of Liberty in 
Rome. Its cauſes, progreſs, and comp in the death of Brutus, to ver. 485. 
Kome under the Em to ver. $13. From Rome the Goddeſs of Liberry 
goes among the N rn nations, where, by infufing into them her ſpirit and 
general principles, ſhe lays the ground-work of her future eſtabliſhments ; ſends 
them in vengeance on the Roman Empire, now totally enſlaved; and then, with 
Arts and Sciences in her train, quits earth during the dark ages; to ver. $5c. 
The celeſtial regions, to which retired, not proper to be opened to the 
view of mortals. 


ERE melting mix'd with air th* ideal forms, 
That painted ſtill whate*er the goddeſs ſung. 

Then I, impatient,—“ From extinguiſh'd Greece, 
«© To what new region ſtream'd the Human Day?“ 
She ſoftly ſighing, as when Zephyr leaves, 5 
Reſign'd to Boreas, the declining year, 
Reſum' d.. Indignant, theſe laſt ſcenes I fled, ® 
And long ere'then Leucadia's cloudy cliff, | 
And the Ceraunian hills behind me thrown, 
All Latium ſtood arous d. Ages before, 10 
Great mother of Republics ! Greece had pour d, 
Swarm after ſwarm, her ardent youth around; 
On Aſia, Atric, Sicily, they ſtoop'd, 
But chief on fair Heſperia's winding ſhore, 
Where from Lacinium + to Etrurian vales 15 
They roll'd increaling colonies along, 
And lent materials for My Roman reign. 
With them My ſpirit ſpread, and numerous ſtates 


And cities rote, on Grecian models form'd, 
* Tac lan £rvgelcs of Liberty in Greece, + A prumoutory in Calabria. 
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As its parental policy and arts 20 
Each had imbib d. Beſides to each aſſign'd 
A. Guardian genius, o'er the public weal, 
Kept an uncloſing eye z try'd to ſuſtain, 
Or more, ſublime the foul infus'd by Me; 
And ſtrong the battle roſe, with various wave, 25 
Againſt the tyrant demons of the land. 
Thus they their little wars and triumphs knew, 
Their flows of fortune, and receding times, 
But almoſt all below the proud regard 
Of ſtory vow'd to Rome, on deeds intent, 39 
That truth beyond the flight of fable bore. ] 

Not is the Samian Sage“; to him belongs 
The brighteſt witneſs of recording fame. 
For thele free ſtates his native iſle + forſook, 
And a vain tyrant's tranſitory ſmile, 35 
He tought Crotona's pure ſalubrious air, 
And thro' Great Greece | his gentle wiſdom taught; 
Wiſdom that calm'd for liſtening years || the mind, 
Nor ever heard amid the ſtorm of zeal. | 
His mental eye firit launch'd into the deeps 40 
Of boundleſs æther, where unnumber'd orbs,  - 
Myriads on myriads, thro' the pathleſs ſky 
Unerring roll, and wind their ſteady way. 
There he the tull-conſenting choir beheld, 
There firſt᷑ diſcern'd the ſecret band of love, 45 
The kind attraction that to central ſuns / 1185 
Binds circling earths, and world with world unites. 
Inſtructed thence, he great ideas torm'd 
Of the whole-moving all- informing God, 
The Sun ot beings! beaming unconfin'd 59 
Light, life, and love, and ever active power 
Whom naught can image, and who beſt approves 
The filent worſhip of the moral heart, 
That joys in Hounteous Heaven, and ſpreads the joy. 
Nor ſcorn'd the ſoaring ſage to ſtoop to life, 55 
And bound his reaſon to the ſphere ot Man. 

+ Samos, over which N tyrant Polycrates. 
1 The ſouthern parts of Italy and Sicily, 10 called, becauic of the Grewa? 


colonies there ſertied, 
1 His N olars were enjoized fitence for five years. 
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LIBERTY. | 181 
He gave the four yet reigning virtues o name; | 
Inſpir'd the ſtudy of the finer arts, 
That civilize mankind, and laws devis'd, 
Where with enlighten'd juſtice mercy mix'd. 60 
He een, into his tender ſyſtem, took | 
Whatever ſhares the brotherhood of life. 
He taught that life's indiffoluble flame, 
From brute to man, and man to brute again, | 
For ever ſhifting, runs th* eternal round ; 65 
Thence try'd againſt the blood-polluted meal, | 
And limbs yet quivering with ſome kindred ſoul, 
To turn the human heart. Delightful truth! 
Had he beheld the living chain aſcend, 
And not a circling form, but rifing whole. 76 
Amid theſe ſmall Republics one aroſe, | 
On yellow Tiber's bank, almighty Rome ! 
Fated for Me. A nobler ſpirit warm'd 
Her ſons ; and, rous'd by tyrants, nobler fill | 
It burn'd in Brutus ; the proud Tarquins chas'd, 75 
With all their crimes ; bade radiant eras riſe, 
And the long honours of the Conſul line. 
Here from the fairer, not the greater, plan 
Of Greece I vary'd, whoſe unmixing ſtates, 
By the keen foul of Emulation pierc'd, 
Long wag'd alone the bloodleſs war of Arts, 
And their beſt empire gain'd : hut to diffuſe 
O'er men an empire was My purpoſe now ; 
To let My martial Majeſty abroad ; 
Into the vortex of One State to draw 85 
The whole mix'd force and liberty on earth; 
To conquer tyrants, and ſet nations free. 
Already have I given, with s touch, 
A broken view of this My ampleſt reign : 
Now while its firſt, laſt, periods you ſurvey, 90 
Mark how it lab'ring roſe, and rapid fell. 
When Rome in noon-tide empire graſp*d the world, 
And, ſoon as her reliltic(s legions ſhone, 
The nations ſtoop'd around; tho* then appear'd 
Her grandeur moſt, yet in her dawn of power, 95 
"® The Four * Virtues 


14. cake 1 42 
many A us equ Opie pre s* * i 
Then 4 the toil, 2 0 ſt e then; 
Then for each Roman I an hero to i 
And every paſſing ſun and Latian ſcene 
Saw patriot virtues then, and awful deeds, 100 
That or ſurpaſs the faith of modern times, 
Or, if believ'd, with ſacred horror ſtrike. 
For then, to groom My moſt exalted power, 
I to the point of full perfection puſh'd, | 
To fonduels or enthulaſtic zeal, — '; 
The great, the reigning paſſion of the Free ! 
That godlike paſhon ! which, the bounds of Self 
Dirinely burſting, the whole public takes 
Into the heart, enlarg'd, and burning high 
With the mix'd ardour of unnumber d ſelves; 110 
Of all who ſafe beneath the voted laws 
Of the ſame parent ſtate, fraternal, live, 
From this kind ſun of moral Nature flow'd 
Virtues that ſhine the light of human-kind, 
And, ray'd thro' ſtory, warm remoteſt time. 115 
Theſe virtues, too, reflected to their ſource, 
Increas'd its flame. The ſocial charm went round, 
The fair idea, more attractive ſtill, 
As more by virtue mark'd, till Romans, all 
One band of friends, unconquerable grew. 120 
Hence, when their country rais'd her plaintive voice, 
The voice of pleading Nature was not heard, 
And in their hearts the fathers throbb'd no more; 
Stern to themſelves, but gentle to the whole. 
Hence ſweetened pain, the luxury of toil ; 125 
Patience, that baffled Fortune's utmoſt rage; | 
High-minded Hope, which at the loweſt ebb, 
When Brennus conquer'd, and when Cannz bled, 
The braveſt impulſe felt, and ſcorn'd deſpair. 
Hence Moderation a new conqueſt gain'd, 130 
As on the vanquiſh'd, like deſcending Heaven, 
Their dewy mercy dropp'd, their bounty beam'd, 
And by the Jabouring hand were crowns beſtow'd. 
Fruittul of men, hence hard laborious life, 
Which no fatigue can quell, no ſeaſon pierce; 235 
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— 9 1 bend ; 
Hence Independence, with his litt | 
Serene, and ſelf. fuſficient, like a god, As 

In whom Corruption could not lodge one charm, 
While be his honeſt roots to gold preferr'd ; 
While truly rich, and by his Sabine field 140 
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The man maintain d, the Roman's ſplendour all 


Was in the public wealth and glory plac'd ; 
Or ready, a rough ſwajn, to guide the plough, 
Or elſe, the purple o'er his ſhoulder thrown, 
In long majeſtic flow, to rale the ſtate, 145 
With Wiſdom's pureſt eye; or, clad in ſteel, 
To drive the ſteady battle - the =_ 3 
Hence every paſſion, e en the proudeſt, | 
To — good: Camiltus | thy b | 
Thy glory, Fabius! All ſubmiſſive, hence 150 
Conſuls, Dictators, ſtill refign'd their rule, 
The very moment that the laws ordain'd. 
Thoꝰ conqueſt o'er them — her eagle wings, 
Her laurels wreath'd, and yok'd her ſnowy ſteeds 
To the triumphal car, foon as expir' d 155 
The lateſt hour of ſway, taught to ſubmit, 

A harder leffon that than to command,) 

to the private Roman funk the chief. 
If Rome was ſery'd, and glorions, careleſs they 159 
By whom: their country's tame they deem'd their on; 
And, above envy, in a rival's train, 
Sung the loud Ibs by themſelves deſerv'd : 
Hence matchleſs courage: on Cremera's bank 
Hence fell the Fabii: hence the Decii dy'd ; f 
And Curtius plung'd into the flaming gulf : 1653 
Hence Regulus the wavering Fathers firm'd, 
By dreadful counſel never given before; 
For Roman honour ſu'd, and his own doom 
Hence he ſuſtain'd to dare a death prepar d 
By Punic rage: on earth his manly look 170 
Relentleſs fix'd, he from a laſt embrace, 
By chains polluted, put his wife aſide, 
His little children chmbing for a kiſs; 
Then dumb thro* rows of weeping wondering friends, 
A ngw illuſtrious exile! preſs'd along, 175 
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184 LIBERTY. 
Nor leſs impatient did he pierce the crowds 
Oppoſing his return, than if, eſcap'd 
From long litigious ſuits, he glad forſook 
The noiſy town a while, and city cloud, 
To breathe Venafrian or Tarentine air. 180 
Need I theſe high particulars recount ? 
The meaneſt boſom felt a thirſt for fame; 
Flight their worſt death, and ſhame their only fear. 
Life had no charms, nor any terrors fate, 
When Rome and Glory call'd. But, in one view, 
Mark the rare boaſt of theſe unequall'd times; 186 
Ages revolv'd unſully' d by a crime; 
Attrea reign'd, and ſcarcely needed laws 
To bind a race elated with the pride 
Of virtue, and diſdaining to deſcend 190 
To meanneſs, mutual violence, and , 
While war around them rag'd, in happy a 
All peaceful ſmil'd, all fave the paſſing clouds 
That often hang' on Freedom's jealous brow, 
And fair unblemiſh'd centuries elaps'd, 195 
When not a Roman bled but in the field. 
Their virtue ſuch, that an unbalanc'd ſtate, 
Still between Noble and Plebeian toſs d, 
As flow'd the wave of fluctuating power, 
Was thence kept firm, and with triumphant 2 200 
Rode out the ſtorms. Oft' tho* the native feuds, 
That from the firſt their conſtitution ſhook, 
(A latent ruin, growing as it grew,) 
Stood on the threatening point of Civil war 
Ready to ruſh, yet could the lenient voice 205 
Of Wiſdom, ſoothing the tumultuous ſoul, 
Thoſe ſons of Virtue calm. Their generous hearts, 
Unpetrify'd by Self, fo naked lay, 
And ſenſible to truth, that o'er the rage 
Of giddy faction, by Oppreſſion ſwell'd, 210 
Prevail'd a ſimple fable, and at once 
To peace recover'd the divided ſtate. 
But if their often-cheated hopes refus'd 
The ſoothing touch, ſtill in the love of Rome 
The dread Dictator found a ſure reſource. 215 
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LIBERTY, 
Was ſhe affaulted ? was her glory ſta in *d? 
One common quarrel wide-inflam'd the whole. 
Foes in the Forum in the field were friends, 
By ſocial danger bound ; each fond for each, 
And for their deareſt country all, to die. 220 
Thus up the hill of Empire flow they toil'd, 
Till, the bold ſummit gain'd, the Thouſand States 
Of proud Italia blended into one; 
Then o'er the nations they reſiſtleſs ruſh'd, 
And touch'd the limits of the failing world, 225 
Let Fancy's eye the diſtant lines unite. 
See that which borders wild the weſtern main, 
Where ſtorms at large reſound, and tides immenſe ; 
From Caledonia's dim cerulean coaſt, | 
And moiſt Hibernia, to where Atlas, lodg'd 230 
Amid the reſtleſs clouds and leaning heaven, 
Hangs o'er the deep that borrows thence its name. 
Mark that y__ where firſt the ſpringing Morn 
Her roſes ſheds, and ſhakes around her dews; 
on the dire deſerts by the Caſpian lav'd, 235 
o where the Tigris and Euphrates, jain'd, 
Impetuous tear the Babylonian plain, 
And bleſt Arabia aromatic breathes. 
See that dividing far the watry North, 
Parent of floods! from the majeſtic Rhine, 240 
Drunk by Batavian meads, to where, ſeven-mouth'd, 
In Euxine waves the flaſhing Danube roars ; 
To where the frozen Tanais ſcarcely ſtirs 
The dead Meotic pool, or the long Rha “ 
In the black Scythian f ſea his torrent throws. 245 
Laſt that beneath the burning zone behold ; 
See where it runs, from the deep-loaded plains 
Of Mauritania to the Libyan ſands, 
Where Ammon lifts amid the torrid waſte 
A verdant iſle, with ſhade and fountain freſh, 250 
And farther to the full Egyptian ſhore, 
To where the Nile from Ethiopian clouds, 
His never-drain'd ethereal urn, deſcends. 
In this vaſt ſpace what various tongues and ſtates! 
— t The Caſplan Sta. 
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What bounding rocks, and mountains, floods, and ſeas! 


What purple tyrants quell'd, and nations freed} 2 56 
O'er Greece deſcended chief, with ſtlealth divine, 

The Roman bounty in a flood of day, 
As at her Iſthmian games, a fading pomp ! 
Her full-aſſembled youth innumerous ſwarm'd, 260 
On a tribunal rais'd Flaminius ſat.; 
A victor he, from the deep phalanx pierc'd 
Of iron- coated Macedon, and back 
The Grecian tyrant ꝗ to his bounds repell'd. 
In the high thoughtleſs gaiety of game, 265 
While ſport alone their unambitious hearts 
Poſſels d, the ſudden trumpet, ſounding hoarſe, 
Bade ſilence o'er the bright aſſembly reign. 
Then thus a herald ;—* To the ſtates of Greece 
« The Roman people, unconfin'd, reſtore 270 
« Their countries, cities, libertics, and laws; 
«& Taxes remit, and garriſons withdraw.” 
The crowd, aſtoniſh'd half, and half inform'd, 
Star'd dubious round; ſome queſtion'd, ſome exclaim'd, 
(Like one who, dreaming, between hope and fear 275 
Is loſt in anxious joy,) Be that again, b 
Be that again proclaim'd, diſtinck, and loud. 
Loud and diſtinét it was again proclaim'd, 
And ſtill as midnight in the rural ſhade, 
When the gale ſlumbers, they the words devour'd. 280 
A while ſevere amazement held them mute; | 
Then, burſting broad, the boundleſs ſhout to heaven 
From many a thouſand hearts ecſtatic ſprung. 
On every hand rebellow'd to their joy 
The ſwelling lea, the rocks, and vocal hills: 285 
Thro' all her turrets ſtately Corinth I ſhook, 
And, from the void above of ſhatter d air, 
The flitting bird fell breathleſs to the gi ound. 
What piercing bliſs! how keen a ſenſe of fame 
Did then, Flaminius ! reach thy inmoſt ſoul! 290 
And with what deep-felt glory didſt thou then 
Eicape the fondneſs of tranſported Greece ! 

' | T The King of Macedonia. - 

IT The Itkmian games we. e celebrated ut Corinth. 
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LIBERTY, 187 

Mix'd in a tempeſt of ſuperior joy, | | 
They left the iports; like Bacchanals they flew, 
Each other ſtraining in a ſtrict embrace, 2 
Nor ftrain'd a ſlave; and loud acclaims till night 
Round the Proconſul's tent repeated rung. 
Then, crown'd with garlands, came the teſtive hours, 
And muſic, ſparkling wine, and converſe warm, 
Their raptures wak'd anew.— Ye Gods!” they cry'd, 
© Ye guardian Gods of Greece! And are we free? 301 
« Was it not madneſs deem'd the very thought? 
« And is it true? How did we purchaſe chains ? 
« At what a dire expenſe of kindred blood ? 
«© And are they now dillolv'd ? and ſcarce one drop 
« For the fair firſt of bleſſings have we paid? 306 
« Courage and conduct in the doubtful field, 
« When rages wide the ſtorm of mingling war, 
« Are rare indeed; but how to generous ends 
« To turn ſucceſs and conqueſt, rarer ſtill ; 310 
«© That the great Gods and Romans only know. 
« Lives there on earth, almoſt to Greece unknown, 
« A people ſo magnanimous, to quit | 
« Their native ſoil, traverſe the ſtormy deep, 
« And by their blood and treaſure, ſpent for us, 315 
«© Redeem' our ſtates, our liberties, and laws! 
«© There does! there does! Oh! Saviour Titus! Rome!” 
Thus thro? the happy night they pour'd their fouls, 
And in My laſt- reflected beams rejoic'd, 
As when the ſhepherd, on the mountain brow, 320 
Sits piping to his flocks and gameſome kids, 
Mean time the ſun, beneath the green earth ſunk, 
Slants upward o'er the ſcene a parting gleam, 
Short is the glory that the mountain gilds, 
Plays on the glittering flocks, and glads the ſwain ; _ 
To weſtern worlds irrevocable roll'd, 326 
Rapid, the ſource of light recalls his ray. 

Here, interpoſing, I, —** Oh, Queen of Men! 
Beneath whoſe ſceptre in eſſential rights 
« Equal they live, tho' plac'd, for common good, 
« Various, or in ſubject ion or command, 331 
Aud that by common choice; alas! the ſcene, 
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« With virtue, freedom, and with glory bright, 
« Streams into blood, and darkens into woe. 
us ſhe purſu'd.—Near this great era, Rome 335 
Began to feel the ſwift approach of Fate, 
That now her vitals gain'd ; ſtill more and more 
Her deep diviſions kindling into rage, 
And war with chains and deſolation charg'd, 
From an unequal balance of her ſons 3 
Theſe fierce content ions ſprung, and, as increas'd 
This hated inequality, more fierce Nb 
They flam'd to tumult. Independence fail'd; 
Here by luxurious wants, by real there; 
And with this virtue every virtue ſunk, 345 
As with the ſliding rock the pile ſuſtain d. 
A laſt attempt, too Jate, the Gracchi made, 
To fix the flying ſcale, and poiſe the ſtate. 
On one ſide ſwell d ariſtocratic Pride, 
With Uſury, the villain whoſe fell gripe 330 
Bends by degrees to baſeneſs the free ſoul ; 
And Luxury rapacious, cruel, mean, 
Mother of vice! while on the other crept 
= populace in want, with pleaſure fir'd, 
it for proſcriptions, for the darkeft deeds, 355 
As the proud feeder bade; inconſtant, blind, 
Deſerting friends at need, and dup'd by foes ; | 
Loud and ſeditious, when a chief inſpir'd | 
Their headlong fury; but of him depriv'd, - 
Already ſlaves that lick d the ſcourging hand. 360 
This firm Republic, that againſt the blaſt 
Of Oppoſition roſe; that (like an oak, 
Nurs d on ferocious Algidum, whoſe boughs 
Still ſtronger ſhoot beneath the rigid _ 
By loſs, by ſlaughter, from the ſteel itſelf 
E'en force and ſpirit drew, ſmit with the calm, 
The dead ſerene of proſperous fortune, pin'd. 
Nought now her weighty legions could oppoſe. 
Her terror once, f op Atric s tawny ſhore, 
Now ſmoak'd in duſt, a ſtabling now for wolves ; 370 
And every dreaded power receiv'd the yoke, 
t Carthage, 
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Beſides, deſtructive, from the conquer d Eaſt, 
In the ſoft plunder came that wil of plagues, 
That peſtilence of mind, a fever'd thirſt 
For the falſe joys which Luxury prepares; 375 
Unworthy joys ! that waſteful leave behind 
No mark of honour, in reflecting hour, 
No ſecret ray to glad the conſcious ſoul ; 
At once involving in one ruin wealth, 
And wealth-acquiring powers; while ſtupid Self, 380 
Of narrow guſt and hebetating ſenſe, 
Devour the nobler faculties of bliſs. 
Hence Roman virtue ſlacken'd into floth, 
Security relax d the ſoftening ſtate, | 
And the broad eye of Government lay clos'd. 385 
No more the laws inviolable reign'd, 19 
And public weal no more; but party rag'd ; ' 
And partial power, and licenſe unreſtrain'd, 
Let Diſcord thro” the deathful City looſe. 
Firſt, mild Tiberius! “ on thy ſacred head 
The Fury's vengeance fell; the firſt whoſe blood 
Had ſince the Conſuls ſtain'd contending Rome; 
Of precedent pernicious | With thee bled 
Three hundred Romans; with thy brother, next, 
Three thouſand more; till into battles turn'd 395 
Debates of peace, and'forc'd the trembling laws, 
The Forum and Comitia horrid grew, | 
A ſcene of barter'd power or recking gore: 
When, half aſham'd, Corruption's thieviſh arts, 
And ruffian Force, began to ſap the mounds 400 
And majeſty of laws; if not in time | 
Repreſs'd ſevere, for human aid too ſtrong, 
The torrent turns, and overbears the whole. 

Thus luxury, diſſenſion, a mix'd rage 
Of boundleſs pleaſure and of boundlets wealth, 405 
Want-wiſhing change, and walte-repairing war, 
Rapine for ever loſt to peaceful toil, 
Guilt unaton'd, profule of blood Revenge, 
Corruption all avow'd, and lawleſs Force, 
Each oightenlag each, alternate ſhook the ſtate. 410 

1 Tib. Gracchus. 
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190 | LIBERTY. _ 

Mean time Ambition, at the dazzling head 

Of hardy legions, with the laurels heap'd 

And ſpoil of nations, in one circling blaſt 

Combin'd in various ſtorm, and from its baſe 

The broad Republic tore. By Virtue built 415 

It touch'd the ſkies, and ſpread o'er ſheltered earth 

An ample roof: by Virtue, too, ſuſtain'd, 

And balanc'd ſteady, every tempeſt ſung 

Innoxious by, or bade it firmer ſtand : 

But when, with ſudden and enormous change, 420 

The firſt of mankind funk into the laſt, 

As once in virtue, ſo in vice extreme, 

This univerſal fabric yielded Jooſe, 

Before Ambition ſtill; and thundering down, 

- laſt, beneath its ruins EN a world. 425 
conquering people, to themſelves a prey, 

Muſt ever fa 1 their victorious —.— 

In blood and rapine ſavage grown, can find 

No land to ſack and pillage but their own, 

By brutal Marius and keen Sylla firſt 430 
Effus'd the deluge dire of civil blood, | 
Unceaſing woes began, and this or that 
(Deep drenching their revenge) nor virtue ſpar'd, 
Nor Fx, nor age, nor quality, nor name; 

Till Rome, into an human ſhambles turn'd, 435 
Made deſerts lovely.—Oh1 to well-earn'd chains, 
Devoted race If no true Roman then, 

No Scævola, there was, to raiſe for Me 

A vengeful hand: was there no father, robb'd 

Of blooming youth to prop his wither'd age? 440 
No ſon a witneſs to his hoary fire | 

In duſt and gore defil'd ? No friend, forlorn ? 

No wretch that doubtful trembled for himſelf? 

None braye, or wild, to pierce a monſter's heart, 
Who, heaping horror round, no more deſery'd 445 
The ſacred ſhelter of the laws he ſpurn'd ? 

No: fad o'er all profound Dejection ſat, 

And nerveleſs Fear. The flave's * theirs ; 

Or flight, ill- judging, that the timid back 


Tums weak to ſlaughter, or partaken guilt, 430 


oo WR Wn . ¼].,,],,],,,]«—,.⏑q＋»’·§t.̃— ½ ’ é 7˙Ü‚ TEP! ̃⅛ uuf A POE 


S8. mg OW 


35 


440 


445 


LIBERTY. 19 
In vain from Sylla's vanity I drew 
An unexampled deed. The power reſign'd, 
And all unhop'd the Commonwealth reftor'd, 
Amaz'd the public, and effac'd his crimes. 
Thro' ſtreets yet ſtreaming from his murderous hand 
Unarm'd he ftray'd, unguarded, unaſſail'd, 455 
And on the bed of peace his aſhes laid; 4 
A grace which I to his demiſſion gave. 
But with him died not the deſpotic ſoul : 


/ 


Ambition ſaw that ſtooping Rome could bear 460 


A Maſter, nor had virtue to be free. 


Hence for ſucceeding years My troubled reign 

No certain peace, .no ſpreading profpent knew. 
Deſtruction gather d round. Still the black ſoul 

Or of a Cataline or Rullus + ſwell'd 45s 
With fell deſigns, and all the watchful art 

Of Cicero demanded, all the force, 

All the itate - wielding magic of his tongue, 

And all the thunder of My Cato's zeal. 

With theſe I lingered, till the flame anew 470 
Burſt out in blase immenſe, and wrapt the world. 
The ſhameful conteſt ſprung to whom mankind 
Should yield the neck: to Pompey, who conceal'd 

A rage impatient of an equal name; 

Or to the nobler Czfar, on whoſe brow 475 
O'er daring Vice deluding Virtue ſmil'd, | 
And who no leſs a vain ſuperior ſcorn'd. 

Both bled, but bled in vain. New traitors roſe. 
The venal will be bought, the baſe have lords. 


To theſe vile wars I left ambitious ſlaves, 480 


And from Philippi's ſield, from where in duſt 
The laſt of Romans, matchleſs Brutus! lay, 
Spread to the North, untam'd, a rapid wing. 

What tho' the firſt ſmooth Cæſars arts careſs'd, 
Merit and virtue, ſimulating Me? 435 
Severely tender ! cruelly humane! 

The chain to clinch, and make it ſofter fit 
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192 LIBERTY. 
On the new-broken ſtill ferocious tate, 
From the dark Third, ſucceeding, 1 beheld 
The imperial monſters all. A race on earth 
Vindictive ſent, the ſcourge of human-kind ! 
Whoſe blind profuſion drain'd a bankrupt world, 
Whoſe luſt to forming Nature ſeems diſgrace, 
And whole infernal rage hade every dro 
Of ancient blood that yet retain'd my flame, 495 
To that of Pætus i in the peaceful bath, | 
O'er Rome's affrighted ſtreets inglorious flow, 
But almoſt juſt the meanly-patient death 
That waits a tyrant's unprevented ſtroke. 
Titus, indeed, gave one ſhort evening gleam, oo 
More cordial felt, as in the mid it (ſpread | 
Of ſtorm and horror, the delight of men 
He who the day, when his o'erflowing hand 
Had made no happy heart, concluded loſt: _ 
Trajan and he, with the mild Sire and Son, 505 
His Son of virtue! eas'd a while mankind, 
And Arts reviv'd beneath their gentle beam. 
Then was their laſt effort: what Sculpture rais'd 
To Trajan's glory, tollowing triumphs ftole, 
And mixt with Gothic forms, (the chiſſel's ſhame, ) 
On that triumphal arch, & the forms of Greece. 511 

Mean time o'er rocky Thrace, and the deep vales 

Of gelid Hæmus, I purſu'd my flight, 
And, piercing fartheſt Scythia, weſtward ſwept 
Sarmatia, f travers'd by a thouſand fireams : $15 
A fullen land of Jakes, and fens immenle, 
Of rocks, relounding torrents, gloomy heaths, 
And cruel deſerts, black with ſounding pine, 
Where Nature frowns ; tho* ſometimes into ſmiles 
She lottens, and immediate, at the touch 520 


+ Tiberius. 

raſea Petu t to death by Nero. Tacitus introduces the account he 
WA, a After having inhumanly flaughtered ſo many 
*+ luttrious men, be (Nero) burned at lau with à defire of cutting off Virtue 

« irſelf in the perſon ot Thrafen."” dee. | 
Antoninus Pius, and his adopted ton, Marcus Aurelius, afterwards called 
g . ome — 
onftantine's arch, to build which that of an was deſtroy ulpture 

* having deen then aimoſt entirely lot. ; 

u The ancient Sarmatia contained à vaſt tract of country, running all along 

the north of Europe and Aha. . 
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Of ſouthern gales, throws ſrom the ſudden glebe 
Luxuriant paſture and a waſte of flowers. 
But, cold-compreſt, when the whole loaded heaven 
Deſcends in ſnow, loſt in one white abrupt 1 
Lies undiſtinguiſh'd earth; and, ſeiz d by froſt, 323 
Lakes, headlong ſtreams, and floods, and oceans, ſleep. 
Yet there life glows; the furry millions there 
= dig their dens beneath the ſheltering ſnows z 
And there a race of men prolific ſwarms, A 
To various pain, to little pleaſure, us d; 530 
On whom, keen parching, beat Riphæan wirids, 
Hard like their ſoil, and like their climate fierce, 
The nurſery of nations !-—Theſe I rous'd, ' 
Drove land on land, on people people pour'd, 
Till from almoſt perpetual night they broke, $35 
As if in ſearch of day, and o'er the banks 
Of yielding Empire, only ſlave - ſuſtain'd, 
Reſiſtleſs rag d, in vengeance urg'd by Me. 

Long in the baxbarous heart the bury'd ſeeds 
Of Freedom lay for many a wintry age ; 540 
And tho* My Piri work 'd by flow degrees, 
Nought but its pride and fierceneſs yet appear'd : 
Then was the night of time that parted worlds, 
I quitted earth the while. As when the tribes 
Aerial, warn'd of riſing winter, ride 545 
Autumnal winds, to warmer climates borne ; 
So, Arts and each good Genius in My train, 
I cut the cloſing gloom, and ſoar'd to heaven. 

In the bright regions there of pureſt day, 
Far other ſcenes and palaces ariſe, 550 
Adorn'd profuſe with other arts divine. 
All beauty here below, to them compar'd, 
Would, like a roſe before the mid-day ſun, 
Shrink up its bloſſom ; like a bubble break 
The paſſing poor magnificence ct Kings: 
For there the King of Nature, in full blaze, 
Calls every ſplendour forth ; and there his court 
Amid ethereal powers and virtues holds; 
Angel, archangel, tutelary gods, 
Ol cities, nations, _— and of worlds. 560 
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But ſacred be the veil that kindly clouds 

A light too keen for mortals, wraps a view 

Too ſoftening fair, for thoſe that here in duſt 

Muſt chearful toil out their appointed years. 

A ſenſe of higher life would only damp _ 565 

The ſchoolhboy's taſk, and ſpoil his playful hours: 

Nor could the child of Reaſon, feeble Man! 

With vigour thro' this infant being drudge, 

Did brighter worlds, their unimagin'd bliſs 

Diſcloſing, dazzle and diffolve his mind. 570 
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The Contents. 


DIFFERENCE betwixt the Ancients and Moderns Qlightly touched upon, ta 
yer, 30. Deſcription of the dark ages. The Goddeſs of Liberty, who, during 
theſe is ſuppoſed to have left earth, returns, attended with Arts and Sci- 
ences, to ver. 100, She firſt deſcends on Italy. sculpture, Painting, and 
Architecture, fix at Rome, to revive their ſeveral Arts by the great m 
of Antiquity there, which many barbarous invaſions had not been able to de- 

5 {troy. The revival of theſe Arts marked out. That ſometimes Arts may fou- 
riſh for a while under deſpotic goverume ts, though never the natural and 
genuine uction of them, to ver. 254- Learning begins to dawb. The 
Muſe and Science attend Liberty, who, in her progreſs towards Great Britain, 
raiſes ſeveral free ſtates and cities. Theſe enumerated, to ver. 381. Author's 
exclamation of joy, upon ſeeint the Britiſh ſeas and coaſt riſe in the Viſion, 
which painted whatever the Goddeſs of Liberty ſaid. She reſumes her narra- 
tion. The Genius of the Deep appears, and, addrefling Liberty, aſſociates 
Gregt Britain into his dominion, to ver. 451- Liberty received and congratu- 
lated by Britannia and the native Genii or Virtues of the Wand. Thete de- 
ſcribed. Animated by the preſe::ce of Liberty, they begin their ooo: ations. 
Their beneficent iffluence contrafted with the works and deli. fions of oppoſing 
demons, to ver. 626. Concludes with an abſt ract of the Engliſh hiſtory, mark» 
ing he ſeveral advances of Liberty, down to her complete etabliſtuncut at the 

evolution. 


S TRUCK with the riſing ſcene, thus I, amaz'd: 
% Ah! Goddeſs, what a change! Is earth the ſame ? 
Of the ſame kind the ruthleſs race ſhe feeds? 
« And does the ſame fair ſun and æther ſpread 
« Round this vile ſpot their all- enlivening ſoul? g 
« Lo! Beauty fails; loſt in unlovely forms 
« Of little pomp, Magnificence no more 
« Exalts the mind, and bids the Public ſmile; 
« While to rapacious intereſt Glory leaves 
« Mankind, and every grace of lite is gone.” 10 
To this the Power, whoſe vital radiance calls 
From the brute maſs of man an order'd world. 
« Wait till the morning ſhines, and from the depth 
« Of Gothic darkneſs ſprings another day. 
«© True, Genius droops ; the tender ancient taſte 15 
«© Of Beauty, then freſn-blooming in her prime, 
„ But faintly trembles thro” the callous ſoul, 
« And Grandeur, or of morals or of life, 
„ Sinks into ſafe purſuits and creeping cares. 
© E'en cautious Virtue ſeems to ſtoop her flight, 20 
And aged Life to deem the generous deeds 
« Of youth romantic: yet in cooler thought 
ES: 
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% Well-reaſon'd, in reſearches piercing deep 
«© Thro' Nature's works, in profitable arts, 
% And all that calm Experience can diſcloſe, 23 
% (Slow guide, but ſure) behold the world anew 
% Exalted riſe, with other honours crown'd ; 
« And, where My ſpirit wakes the finer powers, 
« Athenian laurels {till afreſh ſhall bloom. 
Oblivious ages paſs'd, while Earth, forſook 30 
By her beſt Genii, lay to Demons foul, 
And unchain'd Furies, an abandon'd prey. 
Contention led the van; firſt ſmall of ſize, 
But, ſoon dilating, to the ſkies ſhe towers : 
Then wide as air the livid fury ſpread, 35 
And, high her head above the ſtormy clouds, 
She blaz'd in omens, ſwell'd the groaning winds 
With wild ſurmiſes, battlings, ſounds of war: 
From land to land the madd'ning trumpet blew, 
And pour'd her venom thro* the heart of man. 40 
Shook to the Pole, the North obey'd her call. 
Forth ruſh'd the bloody Power of Gothic war, 
War againſt human-kind ; Rapine, that led 
Millions of raging robbers in his train; 
Unliſtening, barbarous Force, to whom the ſword 4 5 
Is reaſon, honour, law ; the Foe of Arts 
By monſters follow'd, hideous to behold, 
That claim'd their place. Outrageous mix'd with theſe 
Another ſpecies of tyrannic rule,“ 
Unknown before, whoſe cancrous ſhackles ſeiz'd 50 
Th' envenom'd ſoul; a wilder Fury, the 
F'en o'er her elder Siſter f tyranniz'd ; 
Or if, perchance, agreed, inflam'd her rage. 
Dire was her train, and loud: the Sable Band 
Thund'ring—*< Submit, ye Laity ! ye Profane! «55 
« Earth is the Lord's, and theretore Ours: let kings 
« Allow the common claim, and half be theirs ; 
« If not, behold! the ſacred lightning flies!“ 
Scholaſtic Diſcord, with an hundred tongues, 
For icience uttering jangling words obſcure, 60 
Where frighted Reaſon never yet could dwell ; 
Church power, cr ecclefiattical tyranny. + Civil tyranny. - 
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Of peremptory feature, Cleric Pride, | 
Whoſe reddening cheek no contradiction bears; 
And Holy Siander, his aſſociate firm, 
On whom the Lying Spirit ſtill deſcends ; 6g 
Mother of tortures! Perſecuting Zeal, 
High-flaſhing in her hand the ready torch, 
Or poniard bath'd in unbelieving blood; 
Hell's fierceſt fiend ! of faintly brow demure, 
Aſſuming a celettial ſeraph's name, 70 
While ſhe beneath the blaſphemous pretence 
Of pleaſing Parent Heaven, the Source of Love 
Has wrought more horyors, more deteſted deeds, 
Than all the reſt combin'd. Led on by her, 
And wild of head to work her fell deſigns, ;:*9 
Came Idiot Superſtition; round with ears 
Innumerous ſtrow'd, ten thouſand Monkiſh forms 
With legends ply'd them, and with tenets, meant 
To charm or ſcare the ſimple into flaves, 
And poiſon reaſon ! groſs, ſhe ſwallows all, 80 
The moſt abſurd believing ever moſt : 
Broad o'er the whole her univerlal night, 
The gloom ſtill doubling, Ignorance diſfus'd. 

Nought to be ſeen but — Monks 
To councils ſtrolling, and embroiling creeds ; 85 
Banditti Saints, “ diſturbing diſtant lands, 
And unknown Nations, wandering tor a home. 
All lay revers d: the ſacred arts of rule 
Turn'd to flagitious leagues againſt mankind, 
And arts of plunder more and more avow'd ; 90 
Pure plain Devotion to a ſolemn farce; + 
To holy dotage Virtue, e'en to guile, 
To murder, and a mockery of oaths; 
Brave ancient Freedom to the rage I of ſlaves, 
Proud of their ſtate, and fighting tor their chains; 


Diſhonour'd Courage to the bravo's trade, $ 96 
To civil broil; and Glory to romance. 

Thus human life unhing'd to ruin reel d, 
And giddy Reaſon totter'd on her throne. 


® Cruſades, t The corruptions of the church of Rome. 
J Valſalage, whence the attachment of clans to their Gluets y Ducllings 
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At laſt Heaven's beſt inexplicable ſcheme, 100 


Diſcloſing, bade new brightening eras ſmile. 
The high command gone forth, Arts in My train, 
And azure-mantled Science, ſwift we ſpread 
A ſounding pinion. Eager Pity, mixt 
With Indignation, urg'd her downward flight. 105 
On Latium firſt we ſtoop'd, for doubtful life 
That panted, ſunk beneath unnumber'd woes. 
Ab! poor Italial what a bitter cup 
Of vengeance haſt thou drain'd ? Goths, Vandals, Huns, 
Lombards, Barbarians broke from every land, 110 
How many a ruffian form haſt thou beheld! _ 
What horrid jargons heard, where rage alone 
Was all thy frighted ear could comprehend ? 
How frequent by the red inhuman hand, 
Yet warm with brothers”, huſbands, fathers' blood, 
Haſt thou thy matrons and thy virg ins ſcen 116 
To violation dragg'd, and mingled death? 
What conflagrations, earthquakes, ravage, floods, 
Have turn'd thy cities into ſtony wilds, 
And, ſuccourleſs and bare, the poor remains 120 
Of wretches forth to Nature's common calt ? 
Adced to theſe, the {till continued waſte 
Of inbred foes, “ that on thy vitals prey, 
And double tyrants, ſeize the very ſoul. 
Where hadſt thou treaſures for this rapine all? 125 
Theſe hungry myriads, that thy bowels tore, 
Heap'd jack on fack, and bury'd in their rage 
Wonders of Art? whence this grey ſcene a mine 
Of more than gold becomes and orient gems, 
Where Egypt, Greece, and Rome, united glow. 130 

Here Sculpture, Painting, Architecture, bent 
From ancient models to reſtore their arts, 
Remain'd. A little trace we how they roſe. 

Amid the hoary ruins Sculpture firſt, 
Deep digging, from the cavern dark and damp, 135 
Their grave ſor ages, bid her marble race 
Spring to new light. Joy ſparkled in her eyes, 
And old Remembrance thrill'd in every thought, 
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As ſhe the pleaſing reſurre&ion ſaw. 
In leaning ſite, reipiring from his toils, 149 
The well-known hero, * who deliver'd Greece, 
His ample chett, all tempeſted with force, 
Unconquerable rear'd. She faw the head, 
Breathing the hero, ſmall, of Grecian ſize, 
Scarce more extenſive than the ſinewy neck; 145 
The ſpreading ſhoulders, muſcular, and broad; 
The whole a mals of ſwelling ſinews, touch'd 
Into harmoniovs ſhape ; ſhe law, and joy'd. 
The yellow hunter, Meleager, rais'd 
His beauteous front, and thro' the finiſh'd whole 150 
Shows what ideas {mil'd of old in Greece. 
Of raging aſpect, ruſh'd impetuous forth 
The Gladiator. 1 Pityleſs his look, 
And each keen finew brac'd, the ſtorm of war, 
Ruffling, o'er all his nervous body frowns. 155 
The Dying Other from the gloom ſhe drew. 
Supported on his ſhorten'd arms he leans, 
Prone agonizing ; with incumbent fate 
Heavy declines his head, yet dark beneath 
The ſuffering feature ſullen Vengeance lours, 160 
Shame, indignation, unaccompliſh'd rage, 
And till the cheated eye expects his fall. 
All conqueſt-fluſh'd;, from proſtrate Python came 
The Quivered God. | In graceful att he ſtands, 
His arm extended with the flackened bow, 165 
Light flows his eaſy robe, and fair diſplays 
A manly-(oftened form. The bloom of gods 
Seems youthful o'er the beardleſs cheek to wave: 
His ieatures yet heroic ardour warms ; 
And ſweet ſubſiding to a native ſmile, 170 
Mixt with the joy elating conqueſt gives, 
A icatter'd frown exalts his matchlets air. 
On Flora mov'd, her full-proyortion'd limbs 
Kiſe thro' the mantle fluttering in the breeze. 
The Queen of Love S aroſe, as from the deep 175 


® The Hercules of Farneſe. + The Fighting Gladiator, 
I The Dying Gladiator, I The Apolo of Belvidere. Q The Venus of Medici. 


200 LIBERTY, 
She ſprung in all the melting pomp of charms, 
Baſh ful ſhe bends, her well-taught look aſide 
Turns in enchanting guiſe, where dubious mix 
Vain conſcious beauty, a diſſembled ſenſe 
Of mecdeſt ſhame, and ſlippery looks of love. 180 
The gazer grows enamour'd, and the ſtone, 
As if exulting in its conqueſt, ſmiles. 
So turn'd each limb, fo ſwell'd with ſoftening art, 
That the deluded eye the marble doubts. 
At laſt her utmoſt Maſterpiece “ the found, 185 
That Maro fir'd ; + the miſerable fire, 
Wrapt with his ſons in Fate's ſevereſt graſp. 
The ſerpents, twiſting round, their ſtringent folds 
Inextricable tie. Such paſſion here! 
Such agonies! Such bitterneſs of pain! 190 
Seem ſo to tremble thro” the tortur'd ſtone, 
That the touch'd heart engrofics all the view. 
Almoſt unmark'd the belt proportions paſs 
That ever Greece beheld ; and, ſeen alone, 
On the rapt eye th* imperious paſſions leize z 195 
The father's double pangs, both for himſelt 
And ſons convuls'd; to Heaven his rueful look, 
Imploring aid, and halt-acculing, caſt ; 
His fell deſpair with indignation mixt, 
As the ſtrong- curling monſters from his ſide 200 
His twll-extended fury cannot tear, 
More tender touch'd, with varied art, his ſons 
All the ſoft rage of younger patiions ſhow ; 
In a boy's helpleſs fate one ſinks oppreis'd, 
While, yet unpierc'd, the trighted other tries 265 
His foot to ſteal out of the horrid twine. 

She bore no more, but ſtraight from Gothic ruſt 
Her chiſſel clear'd, and duſt and fragments drove 
Impetuous round, 1 Succetlive as it went 
From ſon to fon, with more enlivening touch, 210 
From the brute rock it call'd the breathing torm, 
Till, in a legiſlator's awtul grace 

The group of Laocoon and his two ſons, deſtroyed by two ſerpents. 

IL Sec Acheid II. ver. 1994---227 5 
T It is reported of Michael Anycio Buoraroti, the moſt celebrated maſter in 


modern (culpture, that he wrought with a Kid of infpiratioiy or guthulattic 
turyy Waich produced the cfigt hers mentioned. 
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Dreſs'd, Buonaroti bid a Moſes f riſe, 
And, looking love immenſe, a Saviour God. + 
Of theſe obſervant, Painting felt the fire 
Burn inward. Then ecſtatic ſhe diffus*d 
| The canvaſs, feiz'd the pallet, with quick hand 
The colours brew'd, and on the void expanſe 
Her gay creation pour'd, her mimic world. 
Poor was the manner of her eldeſt race, 
Barren and dry, juſt ſtruggling from the taſte, 
| That had for ages ſcar'd in cloifters dim 
The ip Ac wo herd; yet glorious then 
Were de 
The future wonders that enrich'd mankind, 
And a new light and grace o'er Europe caſt. 
) Arts gradual gather ftreams. Enlarging this 
To each his portion of her various gifts 
The goddeſs dealt, to none indulging all ; 
No, not to Raphael. At kind diſtance ſtill 
Perfection ſtands, like Happineſs, to tempt 
; Th' eternal chaſe. In elegant deſign 
Improving Nature, in ideas fair, 
Or great, extracted from the fine antique 
In attitude, expreſſion, airs divine, 
Her ſons of Rome and Florence bore the prize. 
> To thoſe of Venice ſhe the magic art 
Ot colours melting into colours gave. 
Theirs, too, it was, by one embracing maſs 


em'd their works, where undevelop'd lay 


Of light and ſhade, that ſettles round the whole, 240 


Or varies tremulous from part to part, 
5 O'er all a binding harmony to throw, 
To raiſe the picture and repole the fight. 
The Lombard ſchool f ſucceeding mingled both. 
Mean time dread fanes and palaces around 
Rear'd the magnific front. Muſic again 
0 Her univerſal language of the heart 
Renew'd ; and, riſing from the plaintive vale, 
To the full concert ſpread, and folemn quite. 
E'en bigots {mil'd, to their protection took 


10 Arts not their own, and from them borrow'd pomp: 


Cal 
Eſteemed the two fineſt pieces of modern ſculpture. 
7 4 The ſchool Le the Caracci. 
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For in a tyrant's garden theſe a while 
May bloom, tho* Freedom be their parent ſoil, 

And now confeſt, with gently glowing gleam 
The morning ſhone, and weſtward ſtream'd its light. 
The Muſe awoke. Not ſooner on the wing 256 
Is the gay bird of dawn: artleſs her voice, 
Untaught, and wild, yet warbling thro' the woods 
Romantic lays : but as her northein courſe 
She, with her tutor Science, in My train 260 
Ardent purſu'd, her ſtrains more noble grew; 

While Reaſon drew the plan, the Heart inform'd 
'The moral page, and Fancy lent it grace. 

Rome and her circling deſerts caſt behind, 
I paſs'd not idle to my great ſojourn. 265 
On Arno's fertile plain, * where the rich vine 
Luxuriant o'er Etrurian mountains roves, 
Safe in the lap repos'd of private bliſs, 
IT ſmail republics rais'd. F Thrice happy they! 
Had ſocial Freedom bound their peace, and Arts, 
Inſtead of ruling Power, ne'er meant for them, 271 
Employ'd their little cares, and ſav'd their fate. 

Beyond the ragged Apennines, that roll 
Far thro” Italian bounds their wavy tops, 

My path, too, I with public bleſſings ſtrow'd; 275 
Free ſtates and cities, where the Lombard plain, 

In ſpite of culture negligent and groſs, 

From her deep boſom pours unbidden joys, 

And green o'er all the land a garden ſpreads. 

The barren rocks themſelves, beneath my foot, 
Relenting bloom'd on the Ligurian ſhore. 281 
Thick-ſwarming people there, I like emmets, ſeiz d 
Amid ſurrounding cliffs, the ſcatter'd ſpots, 

Which Nature left in her deſtroying rage, 
Made their own fields, nor ſigh'd for other lands. 285 
There, in white proſpect, irom the rocky hill 
® The river Arno runs through Florence. 
+ The republics of Florence, Piſa, Lucca, and Sienna. They formerly have 


had very cruel wars together, but are now all ceably ſubject to the Great 
Duke of Tuſcany, except it de Lucca, which ill maintains the form of a re- 


I The Genoeſe territ is reckoned very populous, but the towns and vil 
lage for the mot part, he hid among the Apennine rocks and mountains. 
According to Dr. Buruet's ſyſtem of the deluges 
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Gradual deſcending to the ſheltered ſhore, 
By Me proud Genoa's marble turrets roſe 
And while M genuine fpirit warm'd her ſons, 
Beneath her Dots, not unworthy, fhe 299 
Vy'd for the trident of the narrow ſeas, 
Ere Britain yet had open'd all the main, 

Nor be the then triumphant ſtate “ forgot, 
Where, puſh'd from plunder'd earth, + a remnant ſtil}, 
Inſpir'd by Me, thro' the dark ages kept 295 
Of My old Roman flame ſome ſparks alive: 
The ſeeming god-built city! which My hand 
Deep in the boſom fix'd of wondering leas. 
Aſtoniſh'd mortals fail'd, with pleaſing awe, 
Around the ſea-girt walls, by Neptune fenc'd, 300 
And down the briny ſtreet, where on each hand, 
Amazing ſeen amid unſtable waves, 
The ſplendid palace ſhines, and riſing tides, 
The green ſteps marking, murmur at the door. 
To this fair Queen of Adria's ſtormy gulf, 305 
The mart of nations! Jong obedient ſeas 
Roll'd all the treaſure of the radiant Eaſt ; 
But now no more. Than one great tyrant worſe 
(Whoſe ſhar'd oppreſſion lightens as diffus'd) 
Each ſubject tearing, many tyrants roſe ; 310 
The leaſt the proudeſt. Join'd in dark cabal, 
They, jealous, watchful, filent, and ſevere, 
Caſt o'er the whole indiſſoluble chains: 
The ſofter ſhackles of luxurious eaſe 
They likewiſe added, to ſecure their ſway. 315 
Thus Venice fainter ſhines, and Commerce thus, 
Of toil impatient, flags the drooping fail : 
Burſting, beſides, his ancient bounds, he took 
A larger circle, I found another ſeat, || 
Opening a thouſand ports, and, charm'd with toil, 
Whom nothing can diſmay, far other ſons. 321 


venice was the moſt flouriſhing city in Europe, with regard to trade, before 
* 4.— to the Eat Indies by the Cape of Guod Hope, and America, were 
vered. 
ft Thote who fled to ſome marches in the Adriatic gulf, from the deſolation 
ſpread over Italy by an irruption of the Huss, fin founded there dis famous 
My, about the begiuning of the fifth century. | 
I The main cccaun. I Great Britain, 
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The mountains, then, clad with eternal ſnow, 
Confeſs'd My power. Deep as the rampant rocks, 
By Nature thrown inſuperable round, 

I planted there a League of friendly ſtates, “ 325 
And bade plain Freedom their ambition be. 

There in the vale, where rural Plenty fills, 

From lakes, and meads, and furrow'd fields, her horn, 
Chief where the Leman 4 pure emits the Rhone, 
Rare to be ſeen! unguilty cities riſe, . 330 
Cities of brothers form'd ; while equal life, 
Accorded gracious with revolving power, 

Maintains them free, and in their happy ftreets 

Nor. cruel deed nor miſery is known: | 
For valour, faith, and innocence of life, 335 
Renown'd, a rough laborious people, there, 

Not only give the dreadful Alps to ſmile, 

And preſs their culture on retiring ſnows, 

But, to firm order train'd and patient war, | 
They likewiſe know, beyond the nerve remiſs 340 
Of mercenary force, how to defend 

The taſteful little their hard toil has earn'd, 

And the proud arm of Bourbon to defy. | 

E*en, cheer d by Me, their ſhaggy mountains charm 
More than or Gallic or Italian plains, 345 
And ſickening Fancy oft', when abſent long, 

Pines to behold their Alpine views again: t 
The hollow-winding ſtream, the vale, fair-ſpread 
Amid an amphitheatre of hills, 7 
Whence, vapour: wing'd, the ſudden tempeſt ſprings; 
From ſteep to ſteep aſcending; the gay train 351 
Of fogs, thick roll'd into romantic ſhapes ; 
The fitting cloud, againſt the ſummit daſh'd, 
And, by the ſun illumin'd, pouring bright 
A gemmy ſhower ; hung o'er amazing rocks, 355 
The mountain-aſh, and folemn ſounding pine; 
The ſnow-· fed torrent, in white mazes, toſs'd 
® The Swiſs Cantons. 

+ Geneva, fituated on the Lacus Lemanus, a ſmall ſtate, but noble example cf 
the bleſſings of civil and religious liberty. 

J The »wils, after having been long abſent from their native country, are ſciz*4 
with ſuch a violent defire of ſeeing it again, as affects them with « kivd of 
&wuiſhirg 2 called the Swiſs sicknets. 3 
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Down to the clear ethereal lake below ; _ 

And, high o'er-topping all the broken ſcene 

The mountain fading into ſky, where ſhines 360 
On winter Winter thivering, and whole top 

Licks from their cloudy magazine the ſnows. 

From thele deſcending, as I way'd my courſe 
O'er vaſt Germania, the ferocious nurſe 
Of hardy men and hearts affronting death, 365 
I gave ſome favour'd cities * there to lift 
A nobler brow, and thro' their ſwarming ftreets, 
More buſy, wealthy, cheerful, and alive, 

In each contented face to look My ſoul. 

Thence the loud Baltic paſſing, black with ſtorm, 
To wintry Scandinayia's utmoſt bound, 371 
There I the manly race, + the parent-hive 
Of the mixt kingdoms, form'd into a ſtate 
More regularly tree. By keener air 
Their genius purg d, and temper'd hard by froſt, 375 
Tempeſt and toil their nerves, the ſons of thoſe 
Whole only terror was a bloodleſs death; t 
They, wiſe and dauntleſs, ſtill ſuſtain My cauſe. 

Yet there I fix'd not: turning to the South, 
The whiſpering zepbyrs ſigh'd at my delay. 380 

Here, with the ſhifted Viſion, burſt my joy. 
© O the dear proſpect! O majeſtic view 
« See Britain's Empire! Lo! the watry vaſt 
© Wide-waves, diffuſing the cerulean plain. 
© And now, methinks, like clouds at diſtance ſeen, 
« Emerging white from deeps of æther, dawn 386 
« My kindred cliffs; whence, wafted in the gale, 
« Tneffable, a ſecret ſweetneſs breathes. 
« Goddeſs! forgive My heart, ſurpriz'd, o'erflows 
„ With filial fondneſs for the land you bleis.** 390 
As parents to a child complacent deign 
Approvance, the celeſtial Brightneſs 1{mil'd : 
Then thus—As o'er the wave-reſounding deep, 
To My near reign, the happy Iſle, I ſteer'd 
With eaſy wing, behold! from ſurge to ſurge 395 
Stalk'd the tremendous Genius of the Deep; 

* The Hans towns, + The Swedes, 1 See note on yer, 67% 
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Around him clouds, in mingled — — hung; 
Thick flaſhing meteors kw, 0 his ſtarry head : 
And ready thunder redden'd in his hand, 
Or from it ſtream'd compreſt the gloomy cloud. 400 
Where er he look'd the trembling waves recoil'd: 
He needs but ſtrike the conſcious flood, and, ſhook 
From ſhore to ſhore, in agitation dire, 
It works his dreadful will. To Me his voice 
(Like that hoarſe blaſt that round the cavern howls 
Mixt with the murmurs of the falling main) 406 
Addreſs'd, began—* By Fate commiſſion'd, go, 
« My Siſter Goddeſs, now, to yon' bleſt Iſle, 
« Henceforth the partner of my rough domain. 

4% All my dread walks to Britons open lie. 419 
© Thoſe that refulgent, or with roſy morn 
« Or yellow evening flame; thoſe that profuſe, 
© Drunk by equator funs, ſeverely ſhine ; 
« Or thoſe that, to the poles approaching, riſe ' 
& In billows rolling into Alps of ice: 41s 
« Een yet, untouch'd by daring keel, be theirs 
«© The vaſt Pacific, that on other worlds, 
« Their future conqueſt, rolls reſounding tides. 
Long I maintain'd, inviolate, my reign; 
«© Nor Alexanders me, nor Cæſars, brav'd. 420 
&« Still in the crook of ſhore, the coward {ail 
« Till now low-crept, and peddling Commeree ply'd 
«© Between near- joining lands. For Britons, chief, 
© Tt was reſerv'd, with ſtar directed prow 
c To dare the middle deep, and drive aſſurd 425 
« To diſtant nations thro" the pathleſs main. 

« Chief tor their fearleſs hearts the glory waits, 
Long months from lane, while the black ſtormy night 
«© Around them rages, on the groaning maſt. 

« With unſhook knee to know their giddy way; 430 
«« To fing, unquell'd, amid the laſhing wave; 
« To laugh at danger. Theirs the triumph be, 
By deep Invention's keen pervading eye, * 
«« The heart of Courage, and the hand of Toil, 

© Each conquer'd ocean ſtaining with their blood, 
« Inſtead of treaſure robb'd by rutian War, 436 
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«© Round ſocial earth to circle fair exchange, 
% And bind the nations in a golden chain. 
« To theſe I honowr'd fteop, Ruſhing to light 
„A race of men behold ! whoſe daring deeds 440 
« Will in renown exalt my nameleſs plains 
« O'er thoſe of fabling Earth, as her's to mine 
« In terror yield, Nay, could my ſavage heart 
« Such glories check, their unſubmitting {ul 
« Would all my fury brave, my tempeſt climb, 445 
% And might in ſpite of me my kingdom torce. 
Here waiting no reply, the ſhadowy Power 
Eas'd the dark ſky, and to the deeps return d; 
While the loud thunder rattling from his hand, 
Auſpiciovs, ſhook opponent Gallia's ſhore, 450 
Of this encounter glad, My way to land 
I quick purſu'd, that rom the ſmiling ſea 
Receiv'd Me joyous, Loud acclaims were heard, 
And muſic more than mortal, warbling, fill d 
With pleas'd aſtoniſhment the lab'ring hind, 455 
Who for a while th* unfiniſh'd furrow left, 
And let the liſtening ſteer torget his toil. 
Unſeen by groſſer eye, Britannia breath'd, 
And her aerial train, theſe ſounds of Joy 3 
For of old time, ſince firſt the ruſhing flood, 
Urg'd by Almighty pow'r, this favour'd Ille 
Turn'd flaſhing from the continent afide, 
Indented ſhore to ſhore reſponſive ſtill, 
Its guardian ſhe—The goddeſs whole laid eye 
Beams the dark azure of the doubtleſs dawn, 465 
Her treſſes, like a flood of ſoftened light, 
Thro' clouds imbrown'd, in waving circles play. 
Warm on her cheek fits Beauty's brighteſt role. 
Of high demeanor, ſtately, ſhedding grace 
With every motion. Full her riſing cheſt ; 470 
And new ideas, from her finiſh' d ſhape, 
Charm'd Sculpture taking, might improve her art. 
Such the fair guardian of an Iſle that boaſts, 
Profuſe as vernal blooms, the faireſt dames. 
High-ſhining on the promontory's brow, 475 
Awaiting Me, ſhe ſtood Fo with hope inflam'd, 
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By My mixt ſpirit burning in her ſons, 
To firm, to poliſh, and exalt the ſtate. 

The native Genii round her radiant ſmil'd. 
Courage, of ſoft deportment, afpe& calm, 
Unboatttul, ſuffering long, and, till provok'd, 
As mild and harmlets as the ſporting child; 
But, on juſt reaſon, once his fury rous'd, 

No lion ſprings more eager to his prey: 
Blood is a pattime! and his heart, elate, 
Knows no depreſſing fear. That Virtue known 
By the relenting look, whoſe equal heart 

For others feels, as for another ſelf : 

Of various name, as various objects wake, 
Warm into action the kind ſenſe within; 
Whether the blameleſs poor, the nobly maim'd, 
The loſt to reaſon, the declin'd in life, 

The helpleſs young that kiſs no mother's hand, 
And the grey ſecond infancy of age, 

She gives in public families to live, 

A fight to gladden heaven! whether ſhe ſtands 
Fair beck'ning at the hoſpitable gate, 

And bids the ftranger take repoſe and joy; 
Whether, to ſolace honeſt labour, ſhe 

Rejoices thoſe that make the land rejoice ; 

Or whether to Philoſophy and Arts 

(At once the baſis and the finiſh'd pride 

Of government and life) ſhe ſpreads her hand, 
Nor knows her gift profuſe, nor ſeems to know, 
Donbling her bounty, that ſhe gives at all. 
Juſtice to theſe her awful preſence join'd, 

The mother of the ſtate! No low revenge, 

No turbid paſſions in her breaſt ferment ; 
Tender, ſerene, compaſſionate of vice, 

As the laſt woe that can afflidt mankind, 

She puniſhment awards; yet of the good 

More piteous ſtill, and of the ſuffering whole, 
Awards it firm. So fair her juſt decree, 

That, in his judging peers, each on himſelf 
Pronounces his own doom. O happy land! 
Where reigns alone this juſtice of the Free! 


480 


485 


490 


495 


500 


505 


510 


515 


r 8 _=—_ 


] 
4 
( 
] 
| 
I 
I 
J 
C 
7 
F 
J 
£ 
1 
F 
f 
0 
A 
P 
K 
K 
C 
A 
Y 


ww 


0 


LIBERTY. 209 
Mid the bright group Sincerity his front, 
Diffuſive, rear'd ; his pure untroubled eye, 
The tount of truth. The thoughttul Power, apart, 
Now, penſive, caſt on earth his fix*d regard, $20 
Now, touch'd celeſtial, launch'd it on the ſky. 
The Genius he whence Britain ſhines ſupreme, 


The land of light, and rectitude of mind. 


He, too, the fire of Fancy feeds intenſe, 

With all the train of bay 4 thence derivid; «25 
Not kindling quick, a noiſy tranſient blaze, 

But gradual, ſilent, laſting, and profound. 

Near him Retirement, pointing to the ſhade, 

And Independence, ſtood: the generous pair 

That ſimple life, the quiet-whiſpering grove, 330 
And the {till raptures of the freeborn ſoul, 

To cates prefer by Virtue bought, not carn'd ; 
Proudly prefer them to the ſervile pomp, 

And to the heart · enbitter'd joys, of ſlaves. 

Or ſhould the latter, to the public ſcene 335 
Demanded, quit his ſylvan friend a while, 

Nought can his firmneſs ſhake, nothing ſeduce 

His zeal, ſtill active for the common weal ; 

Nor ſtormy tyrants, nor Corruption's tools, 

Foul miniſters, dark- working by the force 540 
Of ſecret - ſapping gold. All their vile arts, 

Their ſhametul honours, their perfidious gifts, 

He greatly ſcorns; and if he mult beti ay 

His  lunder%d country, or his power 1elign, 

A moment's parley were eternal ſhame ; 545 
Illuſtricus into private life again, 

From dirty levees he unſtain'd aſcends, 

And firm in ſenates ſtands the patriot's ground, 

Or draws new vigour in the peaceful ſhade. 

Aloof the baſkful Virtue hover'd coy, 550 
Proving by ſweet diltruit diſtruſted worth; 

Kough Labour clos'd the tram; and in his hand 
Rude, callous, ſincw- ſwell'd, and black with 1oil, 
Came manly Invignation. Sour he ſeems, 

And more than ſeems, by lawleſs pride afſail'd; 555 
Yet kind at heart, and . and generous, there 
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No vengeance lurks, no pale inſidious gall : 
Fen in the very luxury of rage, 
He, ſoft' ning, can forgive a gallant foe; 
The nerve, tupport, and glory of the land! 560 
Nor be Religion, rational and free, 
Here paſs'd in ſilence, whole enraptur'd eye | 
Sees heaven with earth connected, human things 
Link'd to divine; who not from ſervile fear, 
By rites for ſome weak tyrant incenle fit, 565 
The God of Loye adores, but from a heart 
Eſfuling gladneſs, into pleaſing awe 
That now aſtoniſh'd ſwells, now in a calm 
Of fearleſs confidence that ſmiles ſerene ; 
That lives devotion, one continual hymn, 570 
And then moſt grateful, when Heaven's bounty molt 
Is right enjoy'd. This ever-cheertul Power 
O'er the rais'd circle ray'd ſuperior day. 

I joy'd to join the Virtues whence My reign 

O'er Albion was to riſe. Each cheering each, 373 
And, like the planets circling from the fun, 
All borrowing beams from Me, a heighten'd zeal 
Impatient fir*d us to commence our toils, 
Or pleaſures rather. Long the pungent time 
Paſs'd not in mutual hails, but thro' the land 530 
Darting our light, we thone the fogs away. 

The Virtues conquer with a ſingle look. | 
Such grace, ſuch beauty, ſuch victorious light, 
Live in their preſence, ſtream in ney glance, 
That the ſoul, won, enamour'd, and refin'd, 585 
Grows their own image, pure ethereal flame, 
Hence the foul Demons, that oppoſe our reign, 
Would till from us deluded mortals wrap; 
Or in groſs ſhades they drown the viſual ray, 
Or by the fogs of Prejudice, where mix 599 
Fallchood and Truth confounded, foil the ſenſe 
With vain refracted images of bliſs. 
But chief around the court of flatter'd kings 
They roll the duſky rampart, wall o'er wall 
Ot darkneſs pile, and with their thickeſt ſhade 295 
Secure the throne, No ſavage Alp, the den 
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Of wolves, and bears, and monſtrous things obſcene, 
That vex the ſwain, and waſte the country round, 
Protected lies beneath a deeper cloud: 
Yet there We ſometimes ſend a ſearching ray. 600 
As at the ſacred opening ot the morn | 
The prowling race retire, ſo, pierc'd ſevere, 
Before oui potent blaze theſe Demons fly, 
And all their works difiolve.—-The whiſper'd Tale, 
That, like the fabling Nile, no fountain knows; 605 
Fair- fac'd Deceit, whoſe wily conſeious eye 
Ne'er looks dire& ; the Tongue that licks the duſt, 
But, when it talſe:y dares, as prompt to ſting; 
Smooth crocodile Deſtruction, whole tell tears 
Enſnare; the Janus face of courtly Pride, 610 
One to ſuperiors heaves ſubmiſhve eyes, 
On hapleis Worth the other ſcowls diſdain; 
Cheeks that for ſome weak tenderneis alone, 
Some virtuous ſlip, can wear a bluſh ; the Laugh 
Profane, when midnight bowls diſcloſe the heart, 
At ſtarving Virtue, and at Virtue's fools 616 
Determin'd to be broke, the plighted Faith; 
Nay, more, the Godleſs Oath, that knews no tie; 
Soft- buzzing Slander; filky moths, that eat 
An honeſt name; the harpy hand and maw 620 
Ot avaricious Luxury, who makes 
The throne his ſhelter, venal laws his fort, 
And, by his ſervice, who betrays his king. 

Now turn your view, and mark, from Celtic “ night 
To preſent grandeur, how My Britain roſe. 625 

Bold were thoſe Britons who, the careleſs ſons 
Of Nature, roam'd the foreſt-bounds, at once 
Their verdant city, high-embowering ſane, 
And the gay circle of their wood-land wars; | 
For by the Druid taught, I that death but ſhifts 630 
The vital ſcene, they that prime fear deſpis'd ; 
And, prone to ruſh cn ſteel, diſdain'd to ſpare 
An ill- ſav'd lite, that muſt again return. 
Ercct from Nature's hand, by tyrant Force, 


® Great Britain was 8 by the Celtz or Gauls. 
+ The Proics, among the ancient Gauls and Britons, had the care and direc 


Lon %ot all religious matters. 
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And ſtill more tyrant Cuſtom, unſubdu'd, 635 
Man knows no maſter fave creating Heaven, 

Or ſuch as choice and common good ordain. 

This general ſenſe, with which the nations I 
Promilcuous fire, in Britons burn'd intenſe, 

Ot tuture times prophetic. Witneſs, Rome! 640 
Who ſaw'ſt thy Cæſar, from the naked land, 

Whole only fort was Britith hearts, repell'd, 

To ſeek Pharſalian wreaths. Witnels the toil, 

The blood of ages, bootleſs to ſecure, 

Beneath an Empire's yoke, ' a ſtubborn Iſle, 645 
Diſputed hard, and never quite ſubdu'd. 

The North + remain'd untouch'd, where thoſe who 
To ſtoop retir d; and to their keen effort {[icorn'd 
Yielding at laſt, recoil'd the Roman power. 650 
From lea to fea deſponding legions rais'd 

The wall immenſe, t and yet, on ſumme!'s eve, 
While ſport his Jambkins round, the ſhepherd's gaze. 
Continual o'er it burſt the no: thern ſtorm, $ 

As oſten, check'd, receded, threatening hoarle 65 5 
A ſwift return. But the devouring flood 

No more endur'd controul, when, to ſupport 

The laſt remains of empire, ¶ was recall'd 

The weary Roman, and the Briton lay 

Unnerv'd, exhauſted, ſpiritleſs, and ſunk. 660 
Great proof how men enfecble into ſlaves 

The ſword behind him flaſh'd ; before him roar'd, 
De.if to his woes, the deep. 11 Forlorn, around 

He roll'd his eye, not ſparkling ardent flame, 

As when Caractacus 1 to battle led 665 


® The Roman Empire. 

+ Caledonia, inhabited by the Scots aud Mitts, whither a great many Britons, 

who would not ſubmit to the Koman:, retired. 

T The wall of Severus, buli upon Adrian's rampart, Which ran for eigity 
miles quite croſs the country from the mouth of the T ne to dolway Frith. 

d Irruptions uf the Scots and Fits. 
4 The Roman Empire beiug milerably torn by tle wuthern nations, Britain 
was for ever abandoned by the Rumans in the year 426 or 427. 

IT The Britns, apply.uy to Actiuzy the Roman general, tor aſfiitance, thus ex- 
preiicd their miſerable co dition, mr We know not Which way th turn us. 
++ The Barbarians dive us to ſca, and the fea torces us back to the Barbarians ; 
© b-rween which we have only the choice of two dea lis, either to be iwaligwed 
© up by the waves, or butciered by the ſword.” 

+t King of the Silures, famous for his great exploits, and accounted the beſt 
—_ _ Britain has u_ * The 17 ert eitcemed tie bra- 
velit and mot powerful of all the Britons; they inhabited hes efyurgihire, Rad- 
uorſhire, Breckueckſhire, Mounoulliitiy eudGlancigaullites 
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Silurian ſwains, and Boadicea “ taught 
Her raging troops the miſeries of ſlaves. 

Then (ſad relief!) from the bleak coaſt that hears 
The German ocean roar, deep blooming, ſtrong, 
And yellow-hair'd, the blue-ey'd Saxon came, 670 
He came implor'd, but came with other aim | 
Than to protect: for conqueſt and defence 
Suffices the ſame arm. With the fierce race 
Pour'd in a freſh invigorating ſtream, 
Blood where, unquell'd, a mighty ſpirit glow'd: 675 
Raſh war and perilous battle their delight ; 
And immature, and red with glorious wounds, 
Unpeaceful death their choice : deriving thence 
A right to feaſt, and drain immortal bowls, | 
In Odin's hall, whoſe blazing roof reſounds 680 
The genial 1 of thole ſhades who fall 
In deſperate fight, or by ſome brave attempt; 
And tho* more poliſh'd times the martial creed 


Diſown, yet ſtill the fearleſs habit lives. 


Nor were the ſurly gifts of war their all: 685 
Wiſdom was likewiſe theirs, indulgent Laws, 

The calm gradations of art-nurſing Peace, 

And matchleſs Orders, the deep baſis ſtill 

On which aſcends My Britiſh reign. Untam'd 

To the refining ſubtleties of ſlaves, 690 
They brought an happy government along, 

Form'd by that Freedom which, with ſecret voice, 
Impartial Nature teaches all her fons, 

And which of old thro? the whole Scythian maſs 

I (trong inſpir'd. Monarchical their ſtate, 695 
But prudently confin'd, and mingled wiſe 


* Queen of the Iceni. Ker ſtory is well known. 

+ It is certain tat an opinion was fixed and general among them (the Goths) 
that death was but the entrance into another life; that all men who lived lazy 
ard unactive lives, and died natural deaths, by $eknets or by age, went into 
vatt caves under ground, all dark and miry, full of noitome creatures utual to 
tuch places, and there for ever grovelled in endicſs ſtenen and miſery, On the 
coutiary, all who gave themſelves to warlike actions and enterprizes, to the 
conqueſt of their neighbours, and the laughter of their enemies, and died in 
battie, or of violent deaths upon bold adventures or refolutions, went immedi- 
ately to the vait hall or palace of Odin, their God of War, who eternally kept 
open houſe for all ſuch gueits, where they were entertained at infinite tabies, 
in perpetual feaſts and mirth, carouſing in bowls made of the ſculls of their ene- 
mies they had ſlain, according to the humber of whom every one in theſe man- 
ſions of pleaſure was the moſt honoured and beſt entertained, Sir W. Jemplc s 
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Of each harmonious power, only too much 
Imperious War into their rule infus'd, 

Prevail'd the General-king, and Chiettain-thanes. 

In many a field, by civil fury ſtain'd, 70S 
Bled the diſcordant Heptarchy, + and long 

(Educing good from ill) the * groan'd, 
Ere, blood-cemented, Anglo-Saxons faw 
Egbert 1 and Peace on one united throne. 

No ſooner dawn'd the fair - diſcloſing calm 70g 
Of brighter days, when, lo! the North anew, 
With ſtormy nations black, on England pour'd 
Woes the ſevereſt e er a people felt. 
The Daniſh Raven, F lur'd by annual prey, 
Hung o'er the land inceſſant. Fleet on fleet 710 
Of barbarous pirates unremitting tore 
The miſerable coaſt. Before them ſtalk'd, 
Far ſeen, the Demon of devouring Flame, 
Rapine and Murder, all with blood befmear'd, 
Without or ear, or eye, or fecling heart 715 
While cloſe behind them march'd the ſallow Power 
Of deſolating Famine, who delights 
In graſs-grown cities, and in defert fields; 
And purple-ſpotted Peſtilence, dy whom 
E'en triendſhip ſcar'd, in ſickening horror ſinks 720 
Each ſocial ſenſe and tenderneſs of life. 
Fixing at laſt, the ſanguinary race 
Spread from the Humber*s loud-reſounding ſhore, 
To where the Thames devolves his gentle maze, 
And with ſuperior arm the Saxon aw'd. ; + 
But ſuperſtition firſt, and Monkiſh dreams, 
And Monk directed cloiſter-ſceking kings, 
Had ate away his vigour, ate awa 
His edge of courage, and depreſs'd the ſoul 
Of conquering Freedom, which he once reſpir'd. 730 
Thus cruel ages paſs'd, and rare appear'd 


+ The ſeven kingdoms of the Anglo-Saxons, conſidered as being united into 


one common government, under z general in chief or monarch, and by the 
means of an allembly-general, or wittenagemot 


I Egbert, king of Weffex, who, after baving reduced all the other kingdoms of 


the Heptarchy under his dominion, was the firſt king of England. 
$ A famous Danith ſtandard was called Reatan, or Raven. The Danes imagined 
that before a battle, the Raven wrought upon this ftancars clapt its wings, o& 
tung down its heady in tuken of victory or defeat, 


ot A a nn i. OM... > 


rr, 06. 


SS 8 


LIBERTY. 215 
White mantled Peace, exulting o'er the vale, 
As when, with Altred, + from the wilds ſhe came 
To polic'd cities and protected plains. | 
Thus by degrees the Saxon Empire funk, 735 
Then ſer entire in Haſtings” bloody field. ft 
Compendious war! (on Britain's glory bent, 
So Fate ordain'd) in that deciſive day 
The haughty Norman ſeiz'd at once an Iſle, 
For which thro' many a century, in vain, 7 
The Roman, Saxon, Dane, had toil'd and bled. 
Of Gothic nations this the final burſt ; 
And, mix'd the genius of theſe people all, 
Their virtues mix'd in one exalted m, | 
Here the rich tide of Engliſh blood grew full. 745 
A while My ſpirit ſlept ; the land a while, 
Affrighted, droop'd beneath deſpotic rage. 
Inſtead of Edward's equal gentle laws, 5 
The furious victor's partial will prevail'd. 
All proſtrate lay ; and in the ſecret ſhade, 750 
Deep ſtung, but feartul, Indignation gnaſh'd 
His teeth. Of freedom, property, deſpoil'd, 
And of their bulwark, arms; with caſtles cruſh'd, 
With ruffians quarter'd o'er the bridled land, 
The ſhivering wretches, at the curfeu ſound, 755 
Dejected ſhrunk into their ſordid beds, 
And thro' the mournful gloom of antient times 
Mus'd fad, or dreamt of better. E'en to feed 
A tyrant's idle ſport the pealant ſtarv'd: 
To the wild herd the paſture of the tame, 760 
The cheerful hamlet, ſpiry town, was given, 
And the brown foreſt tf roughened wide around. 
But this ſo dead, ſo vile ſubmiſſion, long 
Erdur'd not. Gathering force, My gradual flame 
A ed the Great, renowned in war, and no leſs famous in peace, for his 
many cxcellent inttitutions, particulariy that of juries. 
} The battie of Hartings, in which Harold II. the lau of the Saxon kings, was 
flain, and William the Conqueror mace himic!: maſter of England. 
$I Edward III. the Cunfetlor, who reduced the Weſt-Saxon, Mercian, and Da- 
Mk aws ito une body, which, trum that time, became common to all Eng- 
d. under the name of The Laws of Ldward. 
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216 3 LIBERTY; 
Shook off the mountain of tyrannic ſway. 765 
Unus'd to bend, impatient of controul, 

Tyrants themſelves the common tyrant check'd. 

The Church, by kings intractable and fierce, 

Deny*'d her portion of the plunder'd ſtate, 

Or tempted by the timorous and weak, 770 
To gain new ground, firſt taught their rapine law. 
The Barons next a nobler league began; 

Both thole of Englith and of Norman race, 

In one fraternal nation blended now, | 

The nation of the Free! preſs'd by a band 715 
Of patriots, + ardent as the ſummer's noon 

That looks delighted on, the tyrant ſee! 

Mark! how with feign'd alacrity he bears 

His ſtrong reluctance down, his dark revenge, 

And gives the Charter, by which life, indeed, 780 
Becomes of price, a glory to be man. 

Thro' this and thro' ſucceeding reigns aſſirm'd 
Theſe long-contelted rights, the wholeſome winds 
Ot Oppoſition hence began to blow, f 
And often ſince have lent the country life. 785 
Before their breath Corruption's inſect- blights, 

The darkening clouds of evil council, fly; 

Or ſhould they ſounding ſwell, a putrid court, 

A peſtilential miniſtry, they purge, 

And ventilated ſtates renew their bloom. 799 

Tho' with the temper'd monarchy here mix'd 
Ariſtocratic ſway, the people ſtill, 

Flatter'd by this or that, as intereſt lean'd, 
No full protection knew. For Me reſerv'd, 


And for my Commons, was that glorious turn. 795 


They crown'd my firſt attempt, in ſenates role $ 


F On the zin of June, 1215, King John, met by the Barons on Ruunemede, 
| ngned the Great Charter of Liberties, or Magna Cha#ta. 

T The league formed by the Barons, during the reign of John, in the yea" 
12139 was the firſt cunfederacy made in England in defence uf the natiun's intere-: 
again the king 
9 Tne commons are generally thought to have been firſt repreſented in parliament 
towaros the end of Henry the IIId's reign. To a parliament called in the yer 
12644, each county was ordered to ſend four knights, as repreſentatives of thei 
refpective hires; and to a parliament called in the year following, each count) 
was ordered to fend, as their repreſentatives, two knights, and each City 417 
burough as many citizens and burgeſſes. Tin then, hiftory makes no mentis 
or then; whence a very ſtrong argument may ba drawn to fix the original of the 

ſe of Commune to that era. 
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LIBERTY. 
The fort of Freedom! Slow, till then, alone, 
Had work'd that general Liberty, that ſoul 
Which generous Nature breathes, and which, when 
By Me to bondage, was corrupted Rome, Cleft 
I thro* the Northern nations wide diffas'd : vo 
Hence many a people, fierce with Freedom, ruſ'd 
From the rude iron regions of the North, 
To Libyan deſerts ſwarm protruding ſwarm, © 
And pour'd new ſpirit thro” a flaviſh world. $05 
Yet o'er theſe Gothie ſtates the king and chiefs 
Retain'd the high prerogative of war, 
And with enormous property engroſs'd 
The mingled power. t on Britannia's ſhore, 
Now pretent, I to raiſe my reign began $10 
By raiſing the democracy, the third 
And broadeſt bulwark of the guarded ſtate. 
Then was the full, the perfect plan diſclos'd 
Of Britain's matchleſs Conſtitution, mixt 
Of mutual checking and ſupporting powers, $15 
King, Lords, and Commons z nor the name of Free 
Delerving while the Vaſſal many droop'd : 
For fince the moment of the whole they form, 
So, as depreſs'd or rais'd, the balance they 
Of public welfare and of glory caſt. 820 
Mark from this period the continual proof. 

When kings of narrow genius, minion-rid, 
Neglecting faithful worth for fawning ſlaves, ' 
Proudly regardleſs of their peoples“ plaints, 

And poorly paſſive of inſulting foes; 325 
Double, not prudent; obſtinate, not firm 3 * 
Their mercy fear, neceſſity their faith; 
Inſtead of generous fire, preſumptuous, hot; 
Riſh to relolve, and flothtul to perform; | 
Tyrants at once and ſlaves; imperious, mean; 830 
To want rapacious joining ſhameful waſte ; p 
By counſels weak and wicked, eaſy rous'd 
Io paltry ſchemes of abtohate command, E 
To ices their ſplendour in their ture dilgrace, ; 
155 
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And in a broken rum'd people wealth; 


When ſuch ofercalt the ſtate, no bond of love, 
U 


218 LIBERTY: 
No heart, no ſoul, no unity, no nerve; 
Combin'd the looſe disjointed public, loſt 
To iame abroad, to happineſs at home. 

But when an Edward + and an Henry 7 breath'd 845 
Thro' the charm'd whole one all-exerting ſoul, 
Dan ſympathetic from his dark retreat, 

When wide-attratted Merit round them glow'd ; 
When counſels juſt, extenſive, generous, firm, 
Amid the maze of ſtate, determin'd kept 845 
Some ruling point in view; when, on the ſtock 

Of public good and glory grafted, ſpread 

Their palms, their laurels; or, if thence they ſtray d, 
Swift to return, and patient of reſtraint ; | 
When regal ſtate, pre-eminence of place, $50 
They ſcorn'd to deem pre-eminence of eaſe, 

To be luxurious drones, that only rob 

The buſy hive, as in diſtinftion, power, 

Indulgence, honour, and advantage, firit z 
When they, too, claim'd in virtue, danger, toil, $55 
Superior rank, with equal hand prepar'd 

To guard the ſubject and to quell the foe 3 

When ſuch with Me their vital influence ſhed, 

No mutter'd grievance, hopeleſs ſigh, was heard ; 

No toul diſtruſt thro* wary ſenates ran, 800 
Confin'd their bounty, and their ardour quench'd; 
On aid, unqueſtion'd, liberal aid was given; 

Safe in their conduct, by their valour fir d, 

Fond where they led victorious armies ruſh'd ; 

And Creſſy, Poiters, Agincourt $ proclain 865 
What kings, ſupported by almighty Love, 

And people, fir'd with Liberty, can do. | 

Be yeil'd the ſavage reigns, || when kindred rage, 
The numerous-once Plantagenet devour'd, 

A race to vengeance vow'd! and when, oppreſs'd 870 
By private feuds, almoſt extinguiſh'd lay ; 
My quivering flame: but in the next, bchold! 

A cautious tyrant + lend it oil anew. 


+ Edward III. t Henry V. 
8 Three famous battles gained by the Engliſh over the French, 
y During the Civil wars betwixt the families of York and Lancagct. 
= + Henry VIL 
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LIBERTY» 219 
Proud, dark, ſuſpicious, brooding o'er his gold, 
As how to fix his throne he jealous caft 875 
His crafty views around, pierc'd with a ray, 
Which on his timid mind I darted full, 
He mark'd the Barons of exceſſive ſway, 
At pleaſure making and unmaking kings; $ 
And hence, to cruſh thele petty tyrants, plann'd 
A law that let them, by K ſilent waſte 881 
Of luxury, their landed wealth diffuſe, + 
And with that wealth their implicated power. 
By ſoft degrees a mighty change enſu'd, 
E'en working to this day. With ſtreams deduc'd 88g 
From theſe diminiſh*d floods the country ſmil'd : 
As when, impetuous from the ſnow-heap'd Alps, 
To vernal ſuns relenting, pours the Rhine; 
While undivided, oft“ with waſteful ſweep, 
He foams along; but thro' Batavian meads, 890 
Branch'd into fair canals, indulgent flows, 
Waters a thouland fields, and culture, trade, 
Towns, meadows, gliding ſhips, and villas mix'd, 
A rich, a wondrous land{cape, riſes round. 
His furious ſon ® the ſoul-enſlaving chain, t 893 

Which many a doting venerable age 
Had link by link ftrong-twitted round the land, 
Shook off. No longer could be borne a power, 
From Heaven pretended, to deceive, to yoid 
Each ſolemn tie, to plunder without bounds, goo 
To curb the genercus ſoul, to foo] mankind ; 
And, wild at laſt, to plunge into a fea 
Of blood and horror. The returning light, | 
That firſt thro* Wickliff 35 ſtreak d the prieſtly gloom, 
Now burſt in open day. Bar'd to the blaze, gog 
Forth from the haunts of Superſtition FF crawl'd 
Her motley ſons, fantaſtic figures all, 


$ The famous Earl of Warwick, during the reigns of Henry VI. and 
Edward IV. was called The king maker. 
+ Permitting the Barons to alienate their lands, 
® Henry VIII. I Ot papal dominion. | 
It John Wick, of Divinity, who, towards the cloſe of the four- 
teenth century, publithed doctrines very contrary to thoſe of the church 
Rome, and — — denying the Papal authority. His followers 
prew very numerous, were called Lollards. 
$9 Suppreſſion of 


220 LIBERTY. 
And, wide-difpers'd, their uſeleſs fetid wealth 
In graceful labour bloom'd, and fruits of peace. 
| rade join d to theſe, on every fea difplay'd 910 
A daring canvas, — with every tide 
A golden flood. From other worth + were roll'd 
The guilty glittering ftores, whoſe fatal charms, 
By the plain Ivtian happily deſpis'd, 
et work d his woe; and to the bliſsful groves, 913 
Where Nature liv*d herſelf among her ſons, 
And Innocence and Joy for ever dwelt, 
Drew rage unknown to Pagan climes before, 
The wortt the zeal-inflam*d Barbarian drew. 
Be no ſuch horrid commerce, Britain! thine, 920 
But want for want, with mutual aid, ſupply. | 
The Commons, thus enrich'd, and powertul grown, 
Againſt the Barons weigh'd. Eliza then, 
Amid theſe doubtful motions, ſteady gave 
The beam to fix. Che! like the Secret Eye 925 
That never cloſes on a guarded world, | 
So ſought, ſo mark'd, ſo ſeiz'd the public good, 
That, ſelf-ſupported, without one ally, 
She aw'd her inward, quell'd her circling foes. 
Inſpir'd by Me, de her ſheltering arm, 930 
In ſpite of raging univerſal ay 
And raging leas repre(s'd, the Belgic ſtates, 
My bulwark on the continent, aroſe. 
Matchleſs in all the Ipirit of her days! 
With confidence unbounded, fearleſs love 935 
 Elate, her fervent people waited gay, 
Cheerful demanded the Jong-threatened Fleet, $ 
And daſh'd the pride of Spain around their Ile, 
Nor ceas'd the Britif thunder here to rage : 
The deep, reclaim*d, obey'd its awful call; 970 
In fire and ſmoak Iberian ports involv'd, 
The trembling foe een to the centre ſhook 
Of their new-conquer'd world, and iculking ſtole, 
By veering winds, their Indian treafure home. 


+ The Spaniſh Weſt Indies. 
d * 2 The dominion of the age of Auſtria. had dow 
The Span rmada. Rapin ſays, that, r proper meaſures 
taken, the enemy was expected With uncommon aldcrity. 
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Meantime, peace, plenty, juſtice, ſcience, arts, y45 
With ſofter laurels crown'd her happy reign, 
As yet uncircumicrib'd the regal power, 
And wild and vague Prerogative remain'd, 
A wide voracious gulf, where fwallow'd oft' 
The helpleſs ſubject lay. This to reduce 950 
To the juſt limit was My great effort, 
By means that evil leem to narrow man, 
Superior beings work their myſtic will: 
From ſtorm and trouble thus a ſettled calm | 
At laft, effulgent, o'er Britannia ſmil d. 933 
The gathering tempeſt, Heaven-commiſſion'd, came, 
Came in the Prince“ who, drunk with flattery, dreamt 
His vain pacific counſels rul'd the world; 
'Tho* ſcorn'd abroad, bewilder'd in a maze 
Of fruitleſs treaties, while at home enſlav'd, 960 
And by a worthleſs crew, inſatiate, drain'd, / 
He loſt his peoples* confidence and love: 
Irreparable loſs! whence crowns become 
An anxious burden. Years glorious pals'd; 
Triumphant Spain the yengeful draught enjoy'd ; 965 
Abandon d Frederick ſ pin d, and Raleigh bled ; 
But nothing that to thele internal broils, 
That rancour, he began; while lawlels Sway 
He, with his ſlaviſh Doctors, try'd to rear 
On metaphyſic, on enchanted ground, f 970 
And all the mazy quibbles of the ſchools ! 
As if for one, and ſometimes tor the worſt, 
Heaven had mankind in vengeance only made, 
Vain the pretence ! not ſo the dire effect, 
The fierce the fooliſh diſcord thence deriv'd,|| 973 
That tears the country ſtil], by party-rage 
And miniſterial clamour kept alive. 
In action weak, and for the wordy war 
Beſt fitted, faint this prince purſu'd his claim 


: 


® James I, 
+ Eleftor Palatine, and who had been choſen King of Bohemia, but was ſtript 
of all his dominions and dignities by the Emperor Ferdinand, wile James 1. 
his rather-in-law, being amuted from time to time, enticavoured to mediate 4 


peace. indefeatible herg- 
The monſtrous and till then unheard of doQrines of divine 
F. Ide 1 ditary right, pffive obedience, Se, 
Tune parties of Whig end Tory. 
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Content to teach the ſubje&-herd how great, 980 
How ſacred he ! how defpicable they! a 


But his unyielding ſon ® theſe doctrines drauk 
With all a bigot's rage, (who never damps 
By reaſoning his fire,) and what they 2 
Warm and tenacious, into practice puſh” 
Senates, in vain, their kind reſtraint apply'd: 
The more they ſtruggled to ſupport the laws, 
His juſtice-dreading miniſters the more 
Drove him beyond their bounds, Tir'd with the check 
Of faithful Love, and with the flatrery pleas'd 990 
Of falſe deſigning Guilt, the fountain f he 
Of public Wiſdom and of Juſtice ſhut. 
Wide mourn'd the land. Straight to the voted aid 
Free, cordial, large, of never tailing fource, 1 
Th” illegal impoſition follow'd harſh, 995 
With execration given, or ruthleſs ſqueez'd * 
From an inſulted people, by a band 
Of the worit rufhans, thoſe of tyrant power. 
Oppreſſion walk'd at large, and pour'd abroad 
Her unrelenting train: informers, ſpies, 1000 
Bloodhounds, that fturdy Freedom to the grove 
Purſue ; projectors of aggriev ins ſchemes, 
Commerce f to load for unprotetted ſeas, 
To fell the ſtarving many to the few, 
And drain a thuniand ways th' exhautted land. 1oog 
E'en from that place whence healing peace ſhould flow, 
And goſpel truth, inhuman bigots Med 
Their poiſon round; Fand on the venal bench, 
Inſtead of Juſtice, Party held the ſcale, 
And Violence the word. Afflicted years, 1010 
Too patient, felt at laſt their vengeance full. 

Mid the low murmurs of ſubmiſſive fear 
And mingled rage, My Hampden rais'd his voice, 
And to the laws appeal'd ; the laws no more 


985 


In judgment fate, behov d ſome other ear; 1015 


Charles I. + Parliaments. Þ Ship-money« H Menopolies. 
$ The raging High Church ſermons of theſe times, inſpiting at ance a > 
of Naviſh ſubmiſſion to the Court, and of bitter per — — tete When 
they call Church aud State Puritans, 
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When inftant from the keen refentive Noth, 
By long oppreſſion, by religion rous'd, a bog, 
The guardian army came. Beneathiits wing 
Was call'd, tho* meant to furniſh hoſtile ad. 
The more than Roman ſenate.” There a flame 1020 
Broke ont, that clear'd, conſum'd, renew'd the land. 
In deep emotion hurl'd, nor Greece, nor Rome, 
Indignant burſting from a tyrant's chan, 
While, full of Me, each agirated foul!!! 7d 10 
Strung every nerve, and flanr'd in every eye, 1036 
Had e'er beheld ſueh light and heat 'combin'd! | 
Such heads and hearts! tuch-drexdtul-zeal, led on 
By calm majeſtic Wiſdom, tadglit its courſe 
What nuiſance to devour ; ſuch wilklom fir d 


With unabating zeal, and aimed fmcere 7 2040 
To clear the-weedy ſtate, reſtore the Me 1 
And for the future to ſecure their ſway. 1 0 
This, then, the purpole of My mildeft tons : 
But man is blind. A nation once inflamdde 110) 


(Chief ſhould the breath ot factious Fury blow, 1035 
With the wild rage of mad enthuſiaſt: Well d) 
Not ealy cools again. From breaſt to breaſt, 


From eye to eye, the kindling padfions mix UA 
In heightened blaze, and, ever wiſe and quit, i 
High Heaven to gracious ends directs the orm. 
Thus in one conflagration Britain wrapt, 104 
And by Confuſion's lawleſs ſous detpoit'd, 0 


King, Lords, and Commons, thunderimg to the ground, 
Succeſſive, ruſn d. Lo! from theit aſhes roſe, 
Gay-beaming radiant youth, the Phernix- tate.“ 4045 
The grievous yoke of vaſſalage, the yoke ; 
Fall pr ene lay by thoſe flames diffolv!d; 
And from the watteful, the luxurious king, F 
Was purchas'd | that which taught the young to bend. 
Stronger reſtor'd, the Commons tax*d-the whole, / 
And built on that eternal rock their power. 105 
The crown, of its hereditary Wealtn & 0 
Delpoil'd, on Senates more dependent grew, 


—  +/ Charles II. - © 4 Court-of Wards, 


And they more frequent, more aſſur d. Yet liv'd, 
And in full vigour ſpread that bitter root, 1055 
The paſſive docirines, by their patrons firſt _ 
Oppos'd ferocious, when touch themſelves, 
01 This wild deluſive cant, the raſh cabal 

Of hungry courtiers, ravenous for prey, 


The bigot, reſtleis in a double chain 1060 


To bind a- ne the land, the conſtant need 

Of finding faithleſs means, of ſhifting forms, 

And flattering ſenates to wupply his waſte; 

Thele tore ſome moments from. the careleſs Prince, 

And in his . * "= kindred plan. 1063 

By dangerous ſoftneſs min'd his way; | 

By ſubtle arts, p17 pron to deep; d 

By ſharing what Corruption ſhower'd profuſe; 

By breathing wide the gay licentious plague, 

And pleaſing manners, fitted to deceive. 1070 
At laſt ſubſided the delirious joy, | 

On whoſe high billow, from the ſaintly reign, | 

The nation drove too far. A penhon'd king, 

Againſt his country brib'd by Gallic gold, 

The icious ſold, ¶ the Scylla ſince, 1075 

And fell Ghar bdis, of the Britiſh ſeas ; 

Freedom attack d abroad, + with ſurer blow 

To cut it off at home; the Saviour-League t 

Of Europe broke; the progreſs een advanc'd 

Of univerſal ſway, || which to reduce 1030 


Such ſeas of blood and treaſure Britain coſt ; 


The millions by a generous people given, 
Or ſquander'd vile, or to corrupt, — 
And awe the land with forces not their own, 
Employ'd; the darling Church herſelf betray d; 
All theſe, broad glaring, op'd the general eye, 1086 
And wak'd My ſpirit, the reſiſting ſoul. ', 
Mild was, at firſt, and balt aſham'd, the check 

Of ſenates, ſhook from the fantaſtic dream 
Of abſolute ſubmiſſion, tenets vile | 1090 

7 Donkget,  # The wary in eoajuntion with France, again# the Bure 


Alliance. Hf Under Lewis XIV. 
A Randing army, raiſed without the canſeat of parliament. 
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Which flayes would bluſh to on, and which, reduc'd 
To practice, always honeſt Nature ſhock. 
Not een the maſk remoy'd, and the fierce front 
Of Tyranny diſclos'd, nor trampled laws, 
Nor ſeiz'd cach badge of Freedom “ thro' the land, 
Nor Sidney bleeding for th* unpubliſh'd page, 1096 
Nor on the bench avow'd Corruption plac'd, 
And murderous Rage itſelf, in Jefferies” form, 
Nor endleſs acts of arbitrary power, 
Cruel and falſe, could raiſe the public arm. 1100 


Devoid, and dreading blind rapacious War, 
The patient Public turns not, till impell'd 
To the near verge of ruin. Hence I rous d \ 
The bigot king, and hurry'd tated on 1105 
His meaſures immature. But chief his zeal, | 
Out-flaming Rome herſelf, portentous ſcar d 
The troubled nation: Mary's horrid days rA 
To fancy bleeding roſe, aud the dire glare 
Of Smithfield lightened in its eyes anew. 1140 
Yet ſilence reign d. Each on another ſcowl'd 
Rueful amazement, preſſing down his rage: 
As, muſtering vengeance, the deep thunder frowns, 
Awfully ill, waiting the high command 
To ſpring. Straight from bus country, Europe fav'd, 
To (ave Britannia, lo! my darling fon. 1116 
Than hero more! the patriot of mankind! 7 
Immortal Naſſau came. I bufh'd the deep, | 
By demons rous'd, and baile the lifted winds, 1 
Still ſhifting as behov'd, with various breath, 1120 
Waſt the Delwerer to the longing ſhore. me 
See! wide alive, the foaming channel || bright 
With ſwelling ſails, and all the pride of War, 
* The charters of corporations, + James II. 


} The Prince of Orange, in his paſſa e to Eng land, the? his fleet that 
been at firſt diſperſed by a ttorm, was afierwards extremely favoured phy 


leveral changes of wi 

l Rapin, in his higory of England. The third of November the 
fleet entered the Channel, and lay by between Caiais.and Dover, 10 
for the ſhips that were behind, Here the Prince called a council of war. 
It is eaſy to imagine what a glorious ſhow the fleet made. Five or ix 
hundred ſhips in fo narrow a channel, and both the Eng'iiſh and French 
ſhores covered with numberleſs ſpectators, are no common fight, * For 
my part, who was then on board the fleet, I own it truck me extreme!y, 

* 


. 


—_— A . SS — 


a26 LIBERTY; 


Delightful view! when Juſtice draws the ſword : 


And mark ! diffuſing ardent ſoul around, 1125 
And ſweet contempt of death, M _ flag.“ 
E'en adverſe navies + bleſs d the binding gale, 
Kept down the glad acclaim, and filent joy'd. 
Arriv'd, the pomp, and not the waſte of arms, 
His progreſs mark d. The faint oppoſing hoſt! f 
For once, in yielding their beſt victory found, 1131 
And by delertion prov'd exalted faith ; 
While his, the bloodleſs conqueſt of the heart, 
Shouts without groan, and triumph without war, 

Then dawn'd the period deſtin'd to confine 1135 
The (urge of wild Prerogative, to raiſe 
A mound reſtraining its imperious rage, 
And bid the raving deep no farther flow. 
Nor were, without that fence, the ſwallow'd tate 
Better than Belgian plains without their dykes, 1140 
Suſtaining weighty ſeas, This, often ſav'd 
By more than human hand, the Public ſaw, 
And ſcized the white-wing'd moment. Pleas'd to yield 
Deſtructive power, a wiſe heroic prince 
Eben lent his aid, Thrice happy | did they know 
Their happineſs, Britannia's bounded kings. 1246 
What tho" not theirs the boaſt, in dungeon-glooms 
To plunge bold Freedom ? or to cheerleſs wilds 
To drive him from the cordial face of friend? 
Or fierce to ſtrike him at the midnight hour, 1150 
By mandate blind, not Juſtice, that delights 

o dare the keeneſt eye of open day? 
What tho' no glory to controul the laws, 
And make injurious will their only rule, 
They deem it? what tho', tools of wanton power, 
Peſtiferuus armies ſwarm not at their call? 1156 
What tho' they give not a relentleſs crew 
Of Civil Furies proud Oppreſſion's fangs? 
To tear at pleaſure the dejected land, 
S ns ele Rip nee arms Fortes Oh ths non 526 Proven 
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1 By the Bill Gf Right, and the At of Succeſſion, William Tits 
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With ſtarving Labour pampering idle Waſte? 1160 
To clothe the naked, feed the hungry, wipe 
The guiltleſs tear from lone Affliction's eye | 
To raiſe hid Merit, ſet the alluring light 
Of Virtue high to view; to nouriſh arts, 
Direct the thunder of an injur d ſtate, | 1165 
Make a whole glorious people ng for joy, 
Bleſs human-kind, and thro* the downward depth 
Of future times to ſpread that better ſun 
Which lights up Britiſh ſoul : for deeds like theſe 
The —— fair career unbounded lies; 1170 
While (still ſuperior bliſs!) the dark abrupt 
Is kindly barr'd, the precipice of ill. 
Oh! luxury divine! Oh! poor to this, 
Ye giddy glories of deſpotic Thrones ! 
By this, by this, indeed, is imag'd Heaven, 1175 
By boundleſs good, without the power of ill. 

And now, behold! exalted as the _ 
That ſwells immenſe o'er many-peopled earth, 
And like it free, My fabric ſtands complete, 
The Palace of the Laws. To the four heavens 1180 
Four gates impartial thrown, VR Rs, 
With kings themſelves the hearty peaſant mix'd, 
Pour urgent in; and tho” to different ranks 
Reſponſive place belongs, yet equal ſpreads 
The ſhelt' ring roof o'er all; while Plenty flows 1183 
And glad Contentment echoes round the whole. 
Ye Floods! deſcend | ye Winds ! confirming, blow; 
Nor outward tempeſt, nor corroſive time, 
Nought but the felon undermining hand 
Ot dark Corruption, can its frame diflolve, 1190 
And lay the toil of ages in the duſt. 
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THE PROSPECT. 


Liberty. 1 
PART V. 


The Cantents. 


THE Author addreſſes the Goddeſs of Liberty, marking the happineſs 
and grandeur of Great Britain, as ariſing from her influence, to ver, 88. 
She refames her diſcourſe, and points out the chief virtues which are 
neceflary to maintain her eſtablii t there, to ver. 374. Recommends, 
as its laſt ornament and finiſhing, Sciences, fine Arts, and public Works, 
The enco ragement of theſe urged from the example of France, though 
under a deſpotic government, to ver, 549. The whole conclades with a 

roſpett of future times, given by the Goddeſs of Liberty; this deſcribed 

y the Author, as it peſſes in Vi efore him. 


HEE interpoſing, as the goddeſs paus'd, 

«« Oh! bleſt Britannia! in thy preſence bleſt, 
« Thou guardian of mankind ! whence ſpring, alone, 
% All human grandevr, happineſs, and tame: 
« For Toil, by thee protected, feels no pain; 5 
&« The poor man's lot with milk and honey flows; 
« And, gilded with thy rays, eben death looks gay. 
% Let other lands the potent bleſſings boaſt 
«© Of more exalting ſuns : let Aſia's woods, 
« Untended, yield the vegetable fleece 10 
« And let the little inſect- artiſt form, 
« On hizher life intent, its filken tomb: 
Let wondering rocks, in radiant birth, diſcloſe 
« The various tinctur'd children of the Sun: 
« From the prove beam let more delicious fruits 15 
« A flavour drink, than in one piercing taſte 
« Bids each combine: let Gallic vineyards burſt 
% With floods of joy; with mild balſamic juice 
© The Tuſcan olive: let Arabia breathe 
« Her ſpicy gales, her vital gums diſtil: 20 
&« Turbid with gold, let ſouthern rivers flow, 
« And orient floods draw ſott ver pearls, their maze: 
« Let Afric vaunt her treaſures: let Peru 
Deep in her bowels her own ruin breed, 
«« The yellow traitor, that her blis betray ei; 25 
« Unequall'd Bis! and to unequalſ'd rage 
Vet nor the gorgeous Eaſt, noi golden South, 
« Nor, in full prime, that new. diſcover'd world, 


% Where flames the falling day in wealth and praiſe, 
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LIBERTY. 229 
1 Shall with Britannia vie, while, Goddeſs! ſhe 30 
« Derives her praiſe from Thee, her matchleſs charms. 
« Her hearty fruits the hand of Freedom own ; 
« And, warm with culture, her thick-cluſt'ring fields 
« Prolific teem. Eternal verdure crowns | 
% Her meads ; her gardens ſmile eternal ſpring: 4g 
« She gives the hunter-horſe, unquell'd by roll, 
« Ardent, to ruſh into the rapid chaſe: 
« She, whitening o'er her downs, diffuſive, pours 
«© Unnumber'd flocks : ſhe weaves the fleecy robe 
« That wraps the nations: ſhe to luſty droves 40 


1 The richeſt paſture ſpreads z and her's, deep-wave 


« Autumnal ſeas of pleafing plenty round. 

« Theſe her delights; and by no baneful herb, 

« No darting tiger, no grim lion's glare, 

No fierce deſcending wolf, no ſerpent roll'd 45 
« In ſpires immenſe progreſſive o'er the land 

« Diſturb'd. Enlivening theſe, add cities full 

« Of wealth, of trade, of cheerful toiling crowds; 

« Add thriving towns; add villages and farms, 


% Innumerous ſow'd along the lively vale, $0 


« Where bold unrival'd peaſants happy dwell : 
« Add ancient ſeats, with venerable oaks 
t Emboſom'd high, while kindred floods below 
« Wind thro' the mead; and thoſe of modern hand, 
« More pompo11s, add, that ſplendid ſhine afar. 55 
« Need I her limpid lakes, her rivers, name, 
Where ſwarm the finny race? Thee, chief, O Thamesl 
„On whoſe each tide, glad with returning fails, 
« Flows in the mingled harveſt of mankind? 
« And thee, thou Severn! whoſe prodigious ſwell, 60 
„And waves, reſounding, imitate the main? 
« Why need I name her deep capacious ports, 
That point around the world? and why her ſeas? 
& All ocean is her own, and every land 
* To whom her ruling thunder ocean bears. 65 
&© She, too, the mineral feeds: the obedient lead, 
* The warlike iron, nor the peaceful leſs, , 
Forming of life art-civiliz'd the bond; 
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210 LIBERTY. 
% And that the Tyrian merchant ſought of old, 
% Not dreaming then of Britain's brighter fame. 70 
„ She rears to Freedom an undaunted race: 
© Compatriot, zealous, hoſpitable, kind, 
* Her's the warm Cambrian : her's the lofty Scot, 
To hardſhip tam'd, active in arts and arms, 
* Fir'd with a reſtleſs, an impatient flame, 75 
* That leads him raptur'd where Ambition calls: 
* And Engliſh Merit her's, where meet, combin'd, 
*© Whate'er high fancy, ſound judicious thought, 
* An ample generous heart, undrooping ſoul, 
* And firm tenacious valour, can beſtow. 80 
& Great nurſe of fruits, of flocks, of commerce, ſhe ! 
Great nurſe of men! By Thee, O Goddeſs! taught, 
© Her old renown I trace, diſcloſe her ſource 
© Of wealth, of grandeur, and to Britons ſing 
% A (train the Muſes never touch'd before. 85 
„ But how ſhall this thy mighty kingdom ſtand? 
« On what unyielding baſe? how finiſh'd ſhine ?“ 
At this her eye, collecting all its fire, 
Beam'd more than human; and her awful voice 
Majeſtic thus ſhe rais'd.—** To Britons bear 90 
6 This cloſing ſtrain, and with intenſer note 
% Loud let it ſound in their awaken'd car.” 
On Virtue can alone we Kingdom ſtand, 
On Public Virtue, every Virtue join'd. 
For loſt this ſocial cement of mankind, 95 
The greateſt empires, by ſcarce-felt degrees, 
Will moulder ſoft away; till, tottering looſe, 
They prone at laſt to total ruin ruſh. 
Unbleit by Virtue, Government a league 
Becomes, a circling junto of the great, 1co 
To rob by law; Religion mild a yoke 
To tame the ſtooping ſoul, a trick of ſtate 
To malk their rapine, and to ſhare the prey. 
What are without it Senates, ſave a face | 
Of conſultation deep and reaſon free, 105 
While the determin'd voice and heart are fold ? 
What boaſted Freedom, ſave a ſoundiag name? 
T Tin. : 
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And what Election, but a market vile 
Of ſlaves ſelt-barter d? Virtue! without thee 
There is no ruling eye, no nerve, in ſtates ; 110 
War has no vigour, and no ſafety peace: 3s 
E'en juſtice warps to party, laws oppreſs, 
Wide thro the land their weak protection fails, 
Firſt broke the balance, and then ſcorn'd the tword. 
Thus nations fink, ſociety diſſolves; 115 
Rapine, and Guile, and Violence, break looſe, 
Everting life, and turning love to gall; 
Man hates the face of man, and Indian woods 
And Libya's hiſſing ſands to him ate tame. 

By thoſe three virtues be the frame tuſtain'd 120 
Of Britiſh Freedom ; Independent Lite; 

Integrity in Office; and, o'er all 
Supreme, A Paſſion tor the Common-weal. 

Hail, Independence! hail! Heaven's next beſt gift, 
To that of life and an immortal foul ! 125 
The life of life! that to the banquet high 
And ſober meal gives taſte ; to the bow d roof 
Fair-dream'd repoſe, and to the cottage charms. 

Of public Freedom, hail, thou ſecret S urce! 

Whole ſtreams, from every quarter confluent, form 
My better Nile, that nurſes human life. | 131 
By rills from thee deduc'd, irriguous ted, 

The private field looks gay, with Nature's wealth 
Abundant flows, and blooms with each delight 

hat Nature craves. Its happy maſter there, 133 
he only Freeman, walks his pleaſing round, 

Sweet-featur'd Peace attending ; fearleſs Truth, 

Firſt Reſolution z Goodnels, bleſſing all 
That can rejoice ; Contentment, ſureſt friend; 

And, till freſh ftores from Nature's book deriv'd, 140 
Philoſophy, companion ever new. 

Theſe cheer his rural, and ſuſtain or fire, 

When into action call'd, his buſy hours. 

Mean time true judging moderate deſires, 
Economy and taſte, combin'd, direct 145 
His clear atfairs, and from debauching fiends 
Secure his little „ Nor can thoſe 
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Whom Fortune heaps, without theſe Virtues, reach 
That truce with pain, that animated eaſe, 

That ſelf· enjoyment ſpringing from within, 150 
That Independence, active or retir'd, 

Which make the ſoundeſt bliſs of man below; 

But, loſt beneath the rubbiſh of their means, 

And drain'd by wants to Nature all unknown, 

A wandering, taſteleſs, gaily-wretched train; 155 
Tho' rich, are beggars, and tho' noble, ſlaves. 

Lo! damn'd to wealth, at what a groſs expence 
They purchaſe diſappointment, pain, and ſhame. 
Inſtead of heafty Wa cable AN 
dee how the hall with brutal riot flows 160 
While in the foaming flood, fermenting, ſteep'd, 
The country maddens into party-rage. 

Mark thoſe diſgraceful piles of wood and ſtone, 
Thoſe parks and gardens, where, his haunts betrimm'd, 
Ard — by preſumptuous Art oppreſs'd, 165 
The woodland Genius mourns. See the full board 
That ſteams diſguſt, and bowls that give no joy; 

No Truth invited there to feed the mind. 
Nor Wit the wine-rejoicing reaſon quaffs. 

Hark how the dome with inſolence reſounds, 1270 
With thoſe retain'd by Vanity to ſcare 

Repoſe and friends. To tyrant Faſhion mark 

The coſtly worſhip paid, to the broad gaze 

Of fools. From ſtill deluſive day to day, 

Led an eternal round of lying hope, 175 
See, ſelf. abandon'd, how they roam adrift, 

Daſh'd o'er the town, a miſcrable wreck ! 

Then to adore ſome warbling eunuch turn'd, 

With Midas' ears they crowd; or to the buzz 

Of Maſquerade unbluſhing; or, to ſhow 180 
Their ſcorn of Nature, at the Tragic ſcene 

They mirthful fit, or prove the Comic true. 

But, chief, behold ! around the rattling board, 

The civil robbers rang'd ; and e'en the Fair, 

The tender Fair! each ſweetneſs laid afide, 185 
As fierce for plunder as all licens'd troo 


In ſome ſack'd city, Thus diſſolv'd their wealth, 
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Without one generous luxury diſſolv'd, 
Or quarter'd on it many a needle(s want, 
At the throng'd levee bends the venal tribe; 190 
With fair but faithleſs (miles each varniſh'd o'er, 
Each ſmooth as thoſe that mutually deceive, 
And for their falſehood each deſpifng each, 
Till ſhook their patron by the wintry winds, 
Wide flies the wither'd ſhower, and leaves him bare. 
O far ſuperior Afric's ſable ſons, 196 
By — pilſer'd, to theſe willing ſlaves 
And rich as unſqueez'd favourite, to them, 
Is he who can his Virtue boalt alone ! 
Britons ! be firm, nor let Corruption ſly 200 
Twine round your heart indifloluble chains ! 
The fteel of Brutus burſt the groſſer bonds 
By Cæ ar caſt o'er Rome; but ſtill remain'd 
The ſoft enchanting fetters of the mind, 
And other Cæſars role. Determin'd, hold 205 
Your Independence; for that once deſtroy ' d, 
Unfounded, Freedom is a morning. dream, 
That flits acrial from the ſpreading eye. 
Forbid it, Heaven] that ever I need urge 
Integrity in Office on my tons ! 210 
Inculcate common honour—not to rob | 
And whom ?—the gracious, the confiding hand, 
That laviſhly rewards; the toiling poor, 
Whole cup with many a bitter drop is mixt; 
The guardian public; every face they ſee, 215 
And every triend: nay, in effect, themſelves, 
As in familiar lite the villain's fate 
Admits no cure; to when a deſperate age 
At this arrives, I the devoted race 
Indignant ſpurn, and hopeleſs ſoar away. 220 
But ah! too little known to modern times! 
Be not the nobleſt paiſion paſt unſung z 
That ray peculiar, from unbounded Love 
Effus'd, which kindles the heroic ſoul, 
Devotion to the public. Glorious flame ! 225 
Celeſtial ardour! in what unknown worlds, | 


Profuſely ſcatter d thro > blue immenſe, 
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Haſt thou been bleſſing myriads, fince in Rome, 
Old virtuous Rome! ſo many deathleſs names 


From thee their luſtre drew ? ſince, taught by Thee, 


Their poverty put ſplendor to the biuſh, 
Pain grew luxurious, and e'en death delight? 
O wilt thou ne'er, in thy long period, look, 
With blaze direct, on this my laſt retreat? 
"Tis not enough, from ſelf right underſtood 
Reflected, that thy rays inflame the heart; 
- Tho? Virtue not diſdains appeals to ſelf, 
Dreads not the trial, all her joys are true, 
Nor is there any real joy fave her's. 
Far leſs the tepid, the declaiming race, 
Foes to Corruption, to its wages friends, 
Or thoſe whom private paſſions, for a while, 
—_— My ſtandard lift, can they ſuffice 
o raiſe and fix the glory of My reign? 
An active flood of univerſal love 
Muſt (well the breaſt. Firſt, in effuſion wide, 
The reſtleſs ſpirit roves creation round, 
And ſeizes every being; ſtronger then 
It tends to life, whate'er the kindred ſearch 
Of bliſs allys; then, more collected till, 
It urges human-kind ; a paſſion grown, 
At laſt, the central parent-public calls 
Its utmoſt effort forth, awakes each ſenſe, 
The comely, grand, and tender. Without this, 
This awful pant, ſhook from ſublimer powers 
Than thole of Self, this heaven-infus'd delight, 
This mortal gravitation, ruſhing prone 
To preſs the Public good, My ſyitem ſoon, 
Traverſe, to ſcveral lelfiſh centers drawn, 
Will rec] to ruin, while for ever ſhut 
Stand the bright portals of deſponding Fame. 
From ſordid ſelf ſhoot up no ſhining deeds, 
None of thoſe ancient lights that gladden earth, 
Give grace to being, and arouſe the brave 
To juſt ambition, Virtue's quickening fire 
Life tedious grows, an idly-buſtling round, 
Fill'd up with aBtions animal and mean, | 
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A dull gazette! Th' impatient reader ſcorns 
The poor hiſtoric page, till kindly comes 
Oblivion, and redeems a peoples* ſhame. 270 
Not ſo the times when, emulation ſtung, 
Greece ſhone in Genius, Science, and in Arts, 
And Rome in virtues dreadful ta be told! 
To live was glory then! and charm'd mankind, 
Thro' the deep periods of devolving time, 275 
Thoſe, raptur'd, copy ; theſe, aſtoniſh'd, read, 
True, a corrupted ſtate, with every vice 
And every meanneſs foul, this paſſion damps. 
Who can, unſhock'd, behold the cruel eye? , 
The pale inveigling ſmile ? the ruthan front? 280 
The wretch abandon'd to relentleſs Self, 
Equally vile if miſer or profuſe? 
Powers not of God, aſſiduous to corrupt? 
The fell-deputed tyrant, who devours 
The and weak, I at diſtance from redreſs? 285 
Delirious Faction, bellowing loud My name? ; 
The falſe fair-ſecming patriot's hollow boaſt ? 
A race reſolv'd on bondage, fierce for chains, 
My facred rights a merchandiſe alone 
Eſteeming, and to work their feeders will 290 
By deeds, a horror to mankind, r'd, 
As were the dregs of Romulus of old? 
Who theſe, indeed, can undeteſting ſee? 
But who unpitying ? To the generous eye 
Diſtreſs is virtue; and, tho? ſelf-· betray ' d, 295 
A people ſtruggling with their fate muſt rouſe 
The hero's throb. Nor can a land, at once, 
Be loſt to virtue quite. How glorious, then, 
Fit luxury for gods! to ſave the good, 
Protect the feeble, daſh bold Vice aſide | | 300 
Depreſs the wicked, and reſtore the frail ! 
Poſterity, beſides, the young are pure, 
And ſons may tinge their father's cheek with ſhame. 
Should then the times arrive (which Heaven avert!) 
That Britons bend unnerv'd, not by the force 303 


Lord Moleſworth, in his account of Denmark, ſays,---It is obſerved, 
in ed monarchies and common wealths, a :cighbourhood to the feat of the 
erpment is advantageous to the ſubjets, wilt the dilant proyiuees are len 
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h 236 ; LIBERTY. | 

Of arms, more generous, and more manly, quell'd, 
But by Corruption's ſoul-dejeting arts, 

Arts impudent and grols ! by their own gold, 

In part beſtow'd to bribe them to give all; 

With party raging, or immers'd in ſloth, 310 
Should they Britannia's well fought laurels yield 

To lily-conquering Gaul, e'en from her brow 

Let ber own naval oak be baſely torn, 

By ſuch as tremble at the ſtiffening gale, 

And nerveleſs ſink, while others ſing rejoic'd ; 315 
Or (darker proſpect ! ſcarce one gleam behind 
Diſcloſing) ſhould the broad corruptive plague 
Breathe Re the city to the fartheſt hut, 

That ſits ſerene within the foreſt ſhade, 

The fever'd people fire, inflame their wants 320 
And their luxurious thirſt, fo gathering rage, 

That, were a buyer found, they ſtand prepar'd 

To {ell their birthright for a cooling draught 
Should ſhameleſs pens for plain Corruption plead, 
The hir'd aſſaſſins of the Commonweal ! 325 
Deem'd the declaring rant of Greece and Rome, 
Should Public Virtue grow the public ſcoff, 

Till Private, failing, ſtaggers thro' the land; 

Till round the City looſe mechanic Want, 
Dire-prowling nightly, makes the cheerful haunts 
Of men nore hideous than Numidian wilds, 331 
Nor from its fury ſleeps the vale in peace, f 
And murders, horrors, perjuries abound; 

Nay, till to loweſt deeds the higheſt ſtoop, 

The rich, like ſtarving wretches, thirſt for gold, 335 
And thoſe on whom the vernal ſhowers of Heaven 
All bounteous fall, and that prime lot beſtow, 

A. power to live to Nature and themſelves, 

In ſick attendance wear their anxious days, 

With fortune joyleſs, and with honours mean. 340 
Mean time, perhaps, profuſion flows around, 

The waſte of war, without the works of peace; 

No mark of millions in the gulf abſorpt 

Of uncreating Vice, none but the rage 


Of rous'd Corruption ill demanding more; 345 
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That portion which (by faithful (kill 
Employ'd) might make the ſmiling public rear 
Her ornamented head, drill'd thro* the hands 
Of mercenary tools, ſerves but to nurſe 
A locuſt band within, and in the bud 350 
Leaves ftarv'd each work of dignity and uſe. 

I paint the worſt : but ſhould theſe times arrive, 
If any nobler paſſion yet remains, 
Let al My ſons all parties fling aſide, + 
Deſpiſe their nonſenſe, and together join; 355 
Let Worth and Virtue, ſcorning low deſpair, 
Exerted full, from every quarter ſhine, 
Commix'd in heightened blaze. Light flaſh'd to light, 
Moral or intellectual, more intenſe - 
By giving glows. As on pure winter's eve, 360 
Gradual, the ſtars effulge, fainter, at firſt, 
They, ſtraggling, riſe; but when the radiant hoſt 
In thick protuſion pour'd, ſhine out immenſe, 
Each caſting vivid influence on each, 
From pole to pole a glittering deluge plays, 6 
And TIT ve —— — —— ys 

But why to Britons this ſuperfluous ſtrain ? 

Good-nature, honeſt truth ; e'en ſomewhat blunt, 

Of .crooked baſeneſs an indignant ſcorn, 

A zeal unyielding in their country's cauſe, 370 
And ready bounty, wont to dwell with them— 

Nor only wont Wide oer the land diffus'd, 

In many a bleſt retirement ſtill they dwell. 

To ſofter proſpect turn we now the view, | 
To laurell'd Science, Arts, and Public Works, 375 
That lend My finiſh'd fabric comely pride, 

Grandeur and grace. Of ſullen genius he! 

Curs'd by the Muſes! by the Graces loath'd! 

Who deems beneath the Public's high regard 

Theſe laſt enliyening touches of My reign. 380 
However puff d with power, and gorg'd with well , 
A nation be; let trade enormous rile, 

Let Eaſt and South their mingled treaſures pour, 

Till, ſwell'd impetuous, the corrupting flood 

Burit o'er the City, and devour the land z 383 
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Yet theſe neglected, theſe recording Arts, 
Wealth rots, a nuiſance ! and, oblivious ſunk, 
That nation mult another Carthage lie. , 
If not by them on monumental braſs, 
On ſculptur'd marble, on the deathleſs page, 390 
Impreſt, renown had left no trace behind ; 

In vain, to future times, the ſage had thought, 

The legiſlator plann'd, the hero found 

A beauteous death, the patriot toil'd in vain: 

Th' awarders they of Fame's immortal wreath z 393 
They rouſe Ambition, they the mind exalt, 

Give great ideas, lovely forms infuſe, 

Delight the general cye; and, dreſt by them, 

The moral Venus glows with double charms. 

Science, My clote affociate, ſtill attends 400 
Where'er I go. Sometimes in ſimple guiſe - 

She walks the furrow with ſome Conſul-ſwain, 
Whiſpering unletter'd wiſdom to the heart, 

Direct; or, ſometimes, in the pompous robe 

Of Fancy dreft, ſhe charms Athenian wits, 405 
And a whole ſapient city round her burns. 

Then o'er her brow Miner va's terrors nod. 

With Xenophon, ſometimes, in dire extremes, 

She breathes deliberate foul, and makes retreat“ 
Unequall'd glory. With the Theban ſage, 410 
Epaminondas, firſt and beſt of men! 

Sometimes ſhe bids the deep-embattled hoſt, 

Above the vulgar reach reſiſtleſs form'd, 

March to ſure conqueſt—never gain'd before! 

Nor on the treacherous ſeas of giddy ftate 41s 
Unſkilful ſne: when the triumphant tide 

Of high-ſwoln Empire wears one boundleſs ſmile, 
And the gale tempts to new purſuits of fame, 
Sometimes, with Scipio, ſhe colle&s her fail, 
And ſeeks the bliſsful ſhore of rural eaſe, 4-20 
Where, but the Aonian maids, no Sirens ſing: 


® The famous retreat of the Ten thoufand was chiefly conducted by Xenor 


phon. ; 
7 Epaminondas, after having beat the Lacedemorians and their allies, in the 
battle of Leuctra, made an incurſion, at the head of « powerful army, into La- 


t 
conia. It was now fix hundred years Race the Dorians had poſſeſſed this 
country, and in all that time the face of an enemy had not been ſeen withis 
weir territories. Plutarch in Agefilaus. 


ET 0 0” "LAW T2 OW 


4 

{ 
] 
] 
J 
] 
A 
1 
I 
1 
E 
I 
N 
B 
N 
B 
C 
I 
T 
D 
0 
0 
C; 
D 
H 
T 
0] 


3 


10 


115 


420 


Xeno" 


in the 
to La- 
d ton 
withic 


LIBERTY. 239 

Or ſhould the deep · brew d tempeſt muttering riſe, 
While rocks and ſhoals perfidious lurk around, 
With Tully ſhe her wide reviving light 
To ſenates holds, a Cataline contounds, 425 
And ſaves a while from Cæſar ſinking Rome. 
Such the kind power whoſe piercing eye diſſolves 
Each mental fetter, and ſets reaſon free; 
For Me inſpiring an enlighten'd zeal, 
The more tenacious as the more convinc'd 430 
How happy Freemen, and how wretched Slaves. 
To Britons net unknown, to Britons full 
The goddeſs ſpreads her ſtores, the ſecret ſoul 
That quickens Trade, the breath unſeen that wafts 
To them the treaſures of a balanc'd world : 435 
But finer arts (ſave what the Muſe has ſung * 
In daring flight, above all modern wing) 
Neglected droop the head; and Public Works, 
Broke by Corruption into Private gain, 
Not ornament, diſgrace z not ſerve, deſtroy. 440 

Shall Britons, by their own joint wiſdom rul'd, 
Beneath one Royal head, whoſe vital power 
Connccts, enlivens, and exerts the whole; 
In finer arts, and Public Works, ſhall they 
To Gallia yield ? yield to a land that bends, 445 
Depreſt and broke, beneath the will of one? 
Of one who, ſhou!d th' unkingly thirſt of gold, 
Or tyrant paſſions, or ambition, prompt, 
Calls a yoga o'er the blaſted land; 
Drains from its thirſty bounds the ſprings of wealth, 
His own inſatiate reſervoir to fill; 451 
To the lone deſert Patriot-merit frowns, 
Or into dungeons Arts, when they their chains, 
Indignant, burſting, for their nobler works 
All other licenſe ſcorn but Truth's and Mine. 455 
Oh! ſhame to think! ſhall Britons, in the field 
Unconquer'd ſtill, the better laurel loſe ? 
E'en in that monarch's reign f who vainly dreamt, 
By giddy power betray'd, and flatter'd pride, 
To graſp unbounded ſway; while, ſwarming round, 

+ Lewis XIV. 
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His armies dar'd all Europe to the field ; 461 
To hoſtile hands, while treaſure flow d profuſe, 
And, that great ſource of treaſure ſubjects“ blood, 
Inhuman ſquander'd, ficken'd every land; * 
From Britain, chief, while My ſuperior ſons, 46g 
In vengeance ruſhing, daſh'd his idle hopes, 
And bade his agonizing heart be low ; 
E'en then, as in the golden calm of peace! 
What Public Works, at home, what Arts aroſe ! 
What various Science ſhone! what Genius glow'd! 

Tis not for me to paint, diffuſive ſhot 471 
O'er fair extents of land, the ſhining Road; 
The flood-compelling Arch! the long Canal,“ 
Thro' mountains piercing and uniting ſeas; 
The Dome + reſounding ſweet with infant joy, 475 
From Famine ſav'd, or cruel-handed Shame, 
And that where Valour counts his noble ſcars ;+ 
The land where ſocial pleaſure loves to dwell, 
Of the fierce demon, Gothic Duel, freed ; 
The Robber from his fartheſt foreſt chas'd ; 430 
The turbid city clear'd; and, by degrees, 
Into ſure peace the beſt Police refin'd, 
Magnificence, and grace, and decent joy. 
Let Gallic bards record how honour'd Arts 
And Science, by deſpotic bounty bleſs'd, 485 
At diſtance flouriſh'd from My parent- eye; 
Reſtoring ancient taſte, how Boileau roſe ; 
How the big Roman foul ſhook, in Corneille, 
The trembling ſtage; in elegant Racine, 
How the more powerful tho* more humble voice 490 
Of Nature-painting Greece reſiſtleſs breath'd 
The whole-awaken'd heart; how Moliere's ſcene, 
Chaſtis'd and regular, with well-judg'd wit, 
Not ſcatter'd wild, and native humour, grac'd, 
Was life itſelf ; to public honours rais'd, 495 
How learning in warm ſeminaries { ſpread ; 
And, more for glory than the ſmall reward, 
How Emulation ſtrove; how their pure tongue 

® The Canal of 


Languedoc. r 
+ The hoſpitals four Foundlinęs and Invalids. - 
T The academics of sciences, of the Belles Leztres, and of Paiutings 
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Almoſt obtain'd what was deny'd their arms; 
From Rome, a while, how Painting, courted long, 300 
With Pouſſin came; ancient Deſign, that lifts 
A fairer front, and looks another ſoul; | 
How the kind Art + that, of unvalu'd price, 
The fam'd and only picture eaſy gives, h 
Refin'd her touch, and, thro* the ſhadowed piece, 505 
All the liv'd ſpirit of the painter ponr'd ; 
Coyeſt of arts, how Sculpture northward deign'd 
A look, and bade her Girardon ariſe ; 
How laviſh Grandeur blaz'd the barren waſte, 
Aſtoniſh'd, ſaw the ſudden palace ſwell, 510 
And fountains ſpout amid its arid ſhades; 
For leagues, bright viſtas opening to the view, 
How foreſts in majeſtic gardens ſmil'd ; 
How menial Arts, by their gay ſiſters taught, 
Wove the deep flower, the blooming foliage train'd 
In joyous figures o'er the ſilky lawn, 516 
The palace cheer d, illum'd the ſtory'd wall, 
And with the pencil vy'd the glowing loom. 1 

Theſe laurels, Louis! by the droppings rais'd 
Of thy profuſion, its diſhonour ſhade, 520 
And green thro* future times ſhall bind thy brow, 
While the vain honours of perfidious war 
Wither abhorr'd, or in oblivion loſt. 
With what prevailing vigour had they ſhot, 
And ſtole a deeper root, by the full tide $25 
Of war- ſunk millions fed? ſuperior ſtill, 
How had they branch'd luxuriant to the ſkies, 
In Britain planted, by the potent juice | 
Of Freedom ſwell'd ? Forc'd is the bloom of Arts, 
A falſe uncertain ſpring when Bounty gives, 530 
Weak without Me, a tranſitory gleam. 
Fair ſhine the ſlippery days, enticing ſkies 
Of favour ſmile, and courtly breezes blow, 
Till Arts, betray'd, truſt to the flattering air 
Their tender bloſſom; then malignant riſe 535 
The blights of Envy, of thoſe inſect - clouds 
That, blaſting merit, often cover courts: 
+ Engravitge * tapeũ ry of the Gobelins. 
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Nay, ſhould, hance, ſome kind Mmxcenas aid 
The doubtful beamings of his prince's ſoul, 

His wavering ardour fix, and unconfin'd 6840 
Diffuſe his warm beneficence around; | 

Yet death, at laſt, and wintry tyrants, come, 

Fach ſprig of genius killing at the root : 

But when with Me imperial Bounty joins, | 
Wide o'er the Public blows eternal ſpring, 545 
While mingled Autumn every harvelt pours 

Of every land; whate'er Invention, Art, 

Creating Toil, and Nature, can produce. 

Here ceas'd the goddeſs, and her ardent wings, 
Dipt in the colours of the heavenly bow, 556 
Stood waving radiance round, for ſudden flight 
Prepar'd, when thus, impatient, burſt my prayer: 

« Oh! forming Light of lite! Oh! better Sun! 
gun of mankind! by whom the cloudy North, 

& Sublim'd, not envies Languedocian Mies, 555 
«© That, unſtain'd ether all, diffuſive ſmile, 

„ When ſhall we call theſe ancient laurels ours? 

„ And when Thy work complete?“ Straight with her 
Celeſtial red, ſhe touch'd my darken'd eyes: [hand, 
As at the touch of day the thades diſſolve, 360 
So quick, methought, the miſty circle clear'd, 

That dims the dawn of being here below ; 

The future ſhone diſclos'd, and, in long view, 

Bright riſing eras inſtant ruſh'd to light. 

« They come! great Goddeſs! I the times behold, 
« The times our fathers, in the bloody field, 566 
6 Have earn'd ſo dear, and, not with leſs renown, 
In the warm ſtruggles of the Senate- fight: 

« The times I ſee! whoſe glory to ſupply, 

« For toiling ages, Commerce round the world 570 

« Has wing'd unnumber'd fails, and from each land 
Materials heap'd, that, well employ'd, with Rome 
& Might vie our grandeur, and with Greece our art. 

« Lo! princes I behold, contriving ſtill, 

« And gill conducting firm ſome brave deſign; 375 
« Kings! that the narrow joyleſs circle ſcorn, 
« Burſt the blockade of falſe deſigning men, 
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« Of treacherous ſmiles, of adulation fell, 
« And of the blinding clouds around them thrown, 
« Their court rejoicing millions ! worth alone, $80 
« And virtue, dear to them; their beſt delight, 
« Jn juſt proportion to give general joy; 
« Their jealous care Thy kingdom to maintain; 
« The public glory theirs ; uniparing love 384 
« Their endleſs treaſure; and, their deeds their praiſe, 
« With Thee they work. Nought can refit Your force; 
« Life feels it quickening in her dark retreats; 
« Strong ſpread the blooms of Genius, Science, Art; 
« His baſhful bonds diſcloſing Merit breaks 
« And, big with fruits of glory, Virtue blows $590 
« Expantive o'er the land. Another race 
« Of Generous Youths, of Patriot Sires, I ſee! 
Not thoſe vain inſects fluttering in the blaze 
« Of court, and ball, and play; thoſe venal ſouls, 
« Corruption's veteran unrelenting bands, 395 
« That, to their vices flaves, can ne'er be free. 

« [ ſee the fountain's purg'd, whence life derives 
« A clear or turbid flow; fee the young mind 
« Not fed impure by Chance, by Flattery fool'd, 


« Or by Scholaſtic Jargon bloated proud, 600 


« But fill'd and nouriſh'd by the light of Truth: 

« Then, beam'd thro' fancy the refining ray, 

« And pouring on the heart, the paſſions feel 

« At once informing light and moving flame; 

« Till moral, public, graceful action, crowns 60g 
« The whole. Behold! the fair contention glows, 

« In all that mind or body can adorn, 

« And form to life. Inſtead of barren heads, 

% Barbarian pedants, wrangling ſons of pride, 

1% And truch-perplexing metaphyſic wits, 610 
« Men, Patriots, Chiets, and Citizens, are form'd. 
Lo! * like the liberal light of Heaven, 

« Unpurchas'd ſhines on all, and from her beam, 
« Appalling guilt, retire the ſavage crew 
* That — amid the dark neſs they themſelves 615 
* Have thrown around the laws. Oppreſſion grieves; 
« See how her Legal F 11 bite the lip, 
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« While Yorks and Talbots their deep ſnares detect, 
« And ſeize ſwift Juſtice thro' the clouds they raiſe. 

6 See! ſocial Labour lifts his guarded head, 620 
And men not yield to government in vain, / 
« From the ſure land is rooted ruffian Force, 
« And, the lewd nurſe of villains, idle Waite. [ bowl, 
« Lo! raz'd their haunts, down daſh'd their maddening 
« A nation's poiſon | beauteous Order reigns! 623 
„ Manly Submiſſion, unimpoſing Toil, 
« Trade without guile, Civility that marks, 
« From the foul herd of brutal flaves, thy ions, 
« And fearleſs Peace. Or ſhould affronting War 
« To flow but dreadful vengeance rouſe the juſt, 639 
« Unfailing fields of Freemen, I behold! 
« That know, with their own proper arm, to guard 
«« Their own bleſt Iſle againſt a leaguing world. 
« Deſpairing Gaul her boiling youth reſtrains, 
« Difloly'd her dream of univerſal ſway. 635 
« The winds and ſeas are Britain's wide domain, 
« And not a fail, but by permiſſion, ſpreads. 
% Lo! ſwarming ſouthward on rejoicing ſuns, 
« Gay Colonies extend, the calm retreat 
« Of undelerv'd Diſtreſs, the better home 640 
« Of thoſe whom bigots chaſe from foreign lands: 
& Not built on rapine, ſervitude, and woe, 
« And in their turn ſome petty tyrant's prey; 
« But, bound by ſocial Freedom, firm they riſe ; 
4% Such as, of late, an Oglethorpe has form'd, 645 
&« And, crowding round, the charm'd ſavannah ſees. 
« Horrid with want and miſery, no more 
« Our ſtreets the tender Paſſenger afflict; 
« Nor ſhivering Age, nor Sickneſs, without friend, 
& Or home, or bed, to bear his burning load; 650 
« Nor agonizing Infant, that ne'er earn'd 
« Its guiltleſs pangs: I ſee the ſtores profuſe, 

% Which Britiſh bounty has to theſe aſſign d, 

« No more the ſacrilegious riot ſwell 
6 Of Cannibal devourers | Right apply'd, 655 
« No ſtarving wretch the land of Freedom ſtains: 


6 If poor, employment finds; if old, demands, 
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« If fick, if maim'd, his miſerable due; 

« And wil, if young, repay the fondeſt care. 

«« Sweet ſets the ſun of ſtormy life, and ſweet 660 

« The morning ſhines, in Mercy's dews array'd. 

« Lo! how they riſe! theſe families of Heaven! 

« That! chief,“ (but why—ye Bigots !——why ſo late?) 

« Where blooms and warbles glad a riſing age: 

« What ſmiles of praiſe! and, while their ſong aſcends, 

« The liſtening ſeraph lays his lute aſide, 666 
« Hark! the gay Mules raiſe a nobler ſtrain, 

« With active Nature, warm impaſſion'd truth, 

% Engaging fable, lucid order, notes 

« Of various ſtring, and heart - felt image, fill'd, 670 

« Behold! I ſee the dread delighttul ſchool 

« Of temper'd paſſions, and of poliſh'd life, 

« Reſtur'd. Behold! the well-diſlembled ſcene 

« Calls from embelliſh'd eyes the lovely tear, 

« Or lights up mirth in modeſt cheeks again. 675 

« Lo! vaniſh'd Monſter land! lo] driven away 

« Thoſe that Apollo's ſacred walks profane, 

« Their wild creation ſcatter'd, where a world 

« Unknown to Nature, chaos more confus'd, 

« O'er the brute ſcene its Ouran- Outangs f pours ; 

6 Deteſted forms! that, on the mind impreſt, 681 

« Corrupt, confounu, and barbarize an age. 
% Behold ! all thine again the Siſter- Arts, 

© Thy Graces they, knit in harmonious dance: 

« Nurs'd by the treaſure from a nation drain'd 685 

« Their works to purchaſe, they to nobler rouze 

« Their untam'd genius, their unfetter'd thought; 

« Of pompous tyrants, and of dreaming Monks, 

« The gaudy tools and priſoners no more, | 
« Lo! numerous Domes a Burlington-confeſs. 690 

« For kings and ſenates fit, the Palace fee! 

«© The Temple, breathing a religious awe : 

Een fram'd with elegance, the plain retreat, 

„ The private dwelling. Certain in his aim, 

« Tatte, never idly working, faves expence. 695 
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CC See ſylvan ſcenes, where Art, alone, pretends 
« To dreſs her miſtreſs, and diſcloſe her charms, 
* Such as a Pope in miniature has ſhown, | 
« A Bathurſt o'er the widening foreſt F ſpreads, 
&«& And ſuch as form a Richmond, Chiſwick, Stowe, 
„ Auguſt, around, what Public Works I (ce! 7or 
Lo! ſtately Streets! lo! Squares that court the breeze, 
4 In ſpite of thoſe to whom pertains the care, 
& Ingulfing more than founded Roman wars. 
% Lo! ray'd from cities o'er the brighten'd land, 70g 
60 ing ſea to ſea, the ſolid Road. 
« Lo! the proud Arch (no vile exa tor's ſtand) 
With eaſy ſweep beſtrides the chafing flood. 
«© See! long Canals and deepened Rivers join 
« Each part with each, and with the circling main 
«© The whole enliven'd iſle. Lo! Ports expard, 71 
« Free as the winds and waves, their ſhelt'ring arms. 
& Lo! ſtreaming comfort o'er the troubled decp, 
On every pointed coaſt the Lighthouſe tow'rs ; 
« And, by the broad imperious Mole repe d, 71g 
Hark! how the baffled ſtorm indignant roars.” 

As thick to view theſe Varied Wonders role, 
Shook all my ſoul with tranſport ; unaſſur'd, 
The Viſion broke, and on my waking eye 
Ruſh'd the ſtill Ruins of dejected Rome. 
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The Caſtle of Indolence; 


AN ALLEGORICAL POEM, 
5 IN TWO CANTOS. 


ADVERTISEMENT, 
THIS Poem being writ in the manner of Spenſer, the obſolete words, and a 
funplicity of diflion in ſome of the lines, which borders on the ludicrous, were 
r neceſſary to make the imitation more perfect: and the fizle of that adnurable Peet, 
a well as th: meaſure in which he wrat, are, cs it were, appropriated, by 
atom, to all allegorical prems writ in aur language ; juſi as, in French, the 
yl of Marot, who lived unde Francis I. has been uſed in tales and familiar 

5 aiſles, by the palitef writers of the age of Lauis XV 


EXPLANATION OF THE OBSOLETE WORDS 
USED IN THIS POEM. 


Avrchimaxe, the chief, or greateſt, 
of magicians or enchanters. 


Ay, always. 
Baje, ſorrow, trouble, misfortune. 
named 


15 . 
Blame, painting, diſplaying. 
Breme, cold, raw. 
Carol, to fing ſongs of joy. 
Caurus, north-eait 


W; 
he, allo, 
47, Fairies. 5 


. 'of 


N. B. The leter Y is froquent at the beginni 
Spenſer, to lengthen it a ſyllable, 3 of a 


reaſon, as Withouten, caiten, &c. 


Louting, bowing, bending. 
Lithe, looſe, lax. 
Mell, mingle. 
more. 
, to labour. 
Me e ade much, 
or m great, 
Nathleſs, nevertheleſs. 
_ nor. 


cedinents, neceſſat ies. 
Nour/ling, a child that is nurſed. 
m. 
Prank, coloured, adorned gaily 
Perdie, (Fr. par Dieu) an old oath, 


Prick'd thro' the fore, rode thro the 
foreit. 


all, ſlave. 
Tranſmew'd, transformed. 
Vild, vile. 


Unkempt (Lat. incomptus) una» 


dorned. 
en, to think, be of opinion. 
Wet, to know, to weet, to wit. 


ilom, ere-white, formerly. 


of 4 word, by 


for the ſame 


ward, 


Yfere, together. 
molten, melted. | 
Yode, (the preter tenſe of yede,)} 
went. . 
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CASTLE OF INDOLENCE, 
| CANTO J. 


— 
— 


he Caitle hgh of Indolence, 
And its falſe luxury 
Where, for a little time, alas ! 
we liv'd right jollily. 


I. 

MORTAL Man! who liveſt here by toil, 

Do not complain of this thy hard eſtate 
That like an emmet thou mult ever moil, 
Is a ſad ſentence of an ancient date: 
And, certes, there is for it reaſon great : 
For tho' ſometimes it makes thee weep and wail, 
And curle thy ſtar, and early drudge and late, 
Withouten that would come an heavier bale, 
Looſe life, unruly paſſions, and diſeaſes pale. 


. II. 
In lowly dale, faſt by a river's ſide, 
With woody hill o'er hill encompaſs'd round, 
A moſt enchanting wizard did abide, 
Than whom a fiend more fell is no where found. 
It was, I ween, a lovely ſpot of ground; 
And there a ſeaſon atween June and May, 
Half prankt with ſpring, with ſummer half inbrown'd, 
A liſtleſs climate made, where, ſooth to ſay, 
No living wight could work, ne cared <'en for play. 
III. 
Was nought around but images of reſt, 
Sleep- ſoothing groves, and quiet lawns between, 
And flowery beds, that ſlumbrous influence keſt 
From poppies breath*d, and beds of pleaſant green, 
Where never yet was creeping creature ſeen. 
Mean time unnumber'd aliteering ſtreamlets play d, 
And hurled every where their waters ſheen, 
That, as they bicker'd thro* the ſunny glade, 
Tho” reitleſs ſtill themſelves, a lulling murmur made, 
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Join'd to the prattle of the purling rills, 

Were heard the lowing herds along the vale, | 
And flocks loud-bleating from the diſtant hills, 
And vacant ſhepherds piping in the dale; 

And now and . ſweet Philomel would wail, 
Or ſtock-doves plain amid the foreſt deep, 
That drowſy ruſtled to the fighing gale ; 

And till a coil the graſhopper did 7 7 
Vet all theſe ſounds room inclined all to fleep. | 


Full in the paſſage of the vale, above, 
A ſable, ſilent, folemn, foreſt ſtood, 
Where nought but ſhadowy forms was ſeen to move, 
As Idleis fancy'd in her dreaming mood; 
And up the hills, on either fide, a wood 
Of blackening pines, ay waving to and fro, 
Sent forth a fleepy horror thro* the blood ; 
And where this valley winded out, below, 
The murmuring main was heard, and ſcarcely heard, 
VI. [to flow. 
A pleaſmg land of drowſy-head it was, | 
Of Dreams that wave before the half-ſhut eye, 
And of gay Caſtles in the cloud that paſs, 
For ever fluſhing round a ſummer ſky ; 
There eke the ſoft Delights, that witchingly 
Inſtil a wanton ſweetneſs thro? the breaſt, 
And the calm Pleaſures, always hover'd nigh ; 
But whate'er ſmack'd of noyance or unreſt 
Was far, far off expell'd from this delicious neſt. 
VII. | 
The landſcape ſuch, inſpiring perfect eaſe, 
Where Indolence (for ſo the wizard hight) 
Cloſe-hid his Caſtle mid embowering trees, 
That half ſhut out the beams of Phœbus bright, 
And made a kind of checker'd day and night ; 
Mean while, unceaſing at the maſly gate, 
Beneath a ſpacious palm, the wicked wight _ 
Was plac'd, and to his lute, of cruel fate, 
And labour harſh, complain'd, lamenting man's eſtate. 
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VIII. 


Thither continual pilgrims crowded ſtill, 

From all the roads of earth that paſs there by ; | 

For as they chaunc'd to breathe on neighbouring hill, 

The freſhneſs of this valley ſmote their eye, 

And drew them ever and anon more nigh ; 

Till cluſtering round th' enchanter falle they hung, 

Ymolten with his ſyren melody, | 

While o'er the enfeebling lute his hand he flung, 

And to the trembling chords theſe tempting verſes 
IX. [ſung : 

«© Behold, ye Pilgrims of this earth! behold, 

&« See all but man with unearn'd pleaſure gay; 

« See her bright robes the butterfly unfold, 

© Broke from her wintry tomb in prime of May! 

«© What youthful bride can equal her array? 

© Who can with her for eaſy plcaſure vie ? 


* From mead to mead with gentle wing to ſtray, 


From flower to flower on balmy gales to fly, 


« Is all ſhe has to do beneath the radiant ſky, 


X. 
& Behold the merry minſtrels of the Morn, 
© The ſwarming ſongſters of the careleſs grove, 
« Ten thouſand throats, that, from the flowering thorn, 
*« Hymn their good God, and carol ſweet of love, 
« Such grateful kindly raptures them emove ; 
© They neither plough nor ſow ; ne, fit for flail, 
« F'er to the barn the nodded ſheaves they drove, 
„Vet theirs each harveſt dancing in the gale, 
« Whatever crowns the hill, or ſmiles along the vale. 
XI 


“ Outcaſt of Nature, Man! the wretched thrall 
„Of bitter dropping ſweat, of ſweltry pain, 

Of cares that cat away thy heart with gall, 

„And of the vices an inhuman train, 

«© That all proceed from ſavage thirſt of gain 

* For when hard-hearted Intereſt firſt began 

* To poiſon earth, Aſtræa left the plain; 

© Guile, Violence, and Murder, ſeiz'd on man, 
And, for (oft milky ſtreams, with blood the rivers ran. 
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X * 

« Come, ye! who ſtill the cumbrous load of life 

« Puſh hard up hill, but as the fartheſt ſteep 

« You truſt to gain, and put an end to ſtrife, | 

&« Down thunders back the ſtone with mighty (weep, 

&« And hurls your labours to the valley deep, 

« For ever vain; come, and, withouten fee, 

J in oblivion will your ſorrows ſteep, | | 

«© Your cares, your toils; will ſteep you in a ſea | 

« Of full delight: O come, Ye weary Wights! to me. | 
XIII. 


« With me you need not riſe at early dawn, 
«« To paſs the joyleſs day in various ſtounds; 
« Or, louting low, on upſtart Fortune fawn, 6 
« And fell fair honour for ſome paltry pounds; 6 
Or thro” the city take your dirty rounds, 6 
« To cheat, and dun, and lye, and viſit pay, p 
Now flattering baſe, now giving ſecret wounds; G 
« Or prowl in courts of law for human prey, « 
In venal ſenate thieve, or rob on broad highway 6 
XIV. | 
& No cocks, with me, to ruſtic labour call, 
« From village on to village ſounding clear; 
&« To tardy ſwain no ſhrill-voic'd matrons ſquall ; 
« No dogs, no babes, no wives, to ſtun your ear 
« No hammers thump ; no horrid blackſmith fear, 
«« Ne noiſy tradeſman your ſweet ſlumbers ſtart 
% With ſounds that are a miſery to hear 60 
« But all is calm, as would delight the heart 10 
Of Sybarite of old, all Nature, and all Art. « 


XV. 
« Here nought but Candour reigns, indulgent Eaſe, cc 
« Good-natur'd Lounging, ſauntering up and down: 10 
« They who are pleas'd themſelves muſt always pleaſe; 6 
« On others' ways they never ſquint a frown, « 
« Nor heed what haps in hamlet or in town: cc 
Thus, from the ſource of tender Indolence, 10 
« With milky blood the heart is overflown, cc 


* I's ſooth'd and ſweeten'd by the ſocial ſenſe ; [hence. « 
For intereſt, envy, pride, and ſtife, are baniſh's WW « 
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XVI. 
« What, what is virtue, but repoſe of mind, 
« A pure ethereal calm, that knows no ſtorm, 
«© Above the reach of wild Ambition's wind, 
« Above thoſe paſſions that this world deform, 
« And torture man, a proud malignant worm ? 
« But here, inſtead, ſoft gales of paſſion play, 
« And gently ſt ir the heart, thereby to form 
« A quicker ſenſe of Joy as breezes ſtray 
« Acrols th” enliven'd ſkies, and make them ſtill more 

XVII: [gay. 
« The beſt of men have ever lov'd repoſe; 
« They hate to mingle in the filthy tray, 
„Where the ſoul fours, and gradual raucour grows, 
«« Imbitter*d more from peevith day to day. 
« E'en thoſe whom Fame has lent her faireſt ray, 
« The moſt renown'd of worthy wights of yore, 
« From a bale world at laſt have ſtol'n away: 
“So Scipio, to the ſoft Cumzan ſhore 
« Retiring, taſted joy he never knew before, 

XVIII. 
« But if a little exerciſe you chuſe, 
© Some zeſt for eaſe, tis not forbidden here: 
„% Amid the groves you may indulge the Muſe, 
* Or tend the blooms, and deck the vernal year; 
“ Or, ſoftly ſtealing, with your watry gear, 
Along the brooks, the crimſon ſpotted try 
„% You may delude ; the whilſt, amus'd, you hear 
© Now the hoarſe ſtream, and now the zephyr's ſigh, 
« Attuned to the birds and woodland — 

XIX. 
* grievous folly | to heap up eſtate, 
« Loſing the days you ſee beneath the ſun; 
* When, ſudden, comes blind, unrelenting Fate, 
« And gives th' untaſted portion you have won, 
« With ruthleſs toil, and many a wretch undone, 
*« To thoſe who mock you gone to Pluto's reign, 
* There with ſad ghoſts to pine and ſhadows dun: 
« But ſure it is of vanities moſt vain, 
Jo toil tor what you here untoiling may obtain.“ 
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He ceas'd : but ſtill their trembling ears retain'd 

The deep vibrations of his witching ſong, 

That, by a kind of magic power, conſtrain'd 

To enter in, pell-mell, the liſtening throng. © 

Heaps pour'd on heaps, and yet they ſlipt along 

In filent eaſe ; as when beneath the beam 

Of ſummer-moons, the diſtant woods among, 

Or by ſome flood all ſilver d with the gleam, 

The ſoſt embodied fays — 55 airy portal ſtream, 
X 


By the ſmooth demon ſo it order'd was, 

And here his baneful bounty firſt began; 

Tho* ſome there were who would not further paſs, 

And his alluring baits ſuſpected han. 

The wiſe diſtruſt the too fair-ſpoken man. 

Yet thro' the gate they caſt a wiſhful eye: 

Not to move on, perdie, is all they can; 

For do their very beſt they cannot fly, 

But often each way look, and often ſorely ſigh. 
XXII. 

When this the watchful wicked wizard ſaw, 

With ſudden ipring he leap'd upon them ſtrait, 

And ſoon as touch'd by his unhallowed paw, 

They found themſelves within the curſed gate, 

Full bard to be repaſs'd, like that of Fate. 

Not ſtronger were of old the giant crew, 

Who ſought to pull high Jove from regal ſtate ; 

Tho' feeble wretch he ſeem'd, of fallow hue, 


- Certes, who bides his graſp will that encounter rue, 


XXIII. | 
For whomſoc'er the villain takes in hand, 
Their joints unknit, their ſinews melt apace 
As lithe they grow as any willow wand, + 
And of their vaniſh'd force remains no trace: 
So when a maiden fair, of modeſt grace, 
In all her buxom blooming May of charms, 
Is ſeized in ſome loſel's hot embrace, 
She waxeth very weakly as ſhe warms, 


Then, ſighing, yields her up to love's delicious harms, 
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XXIV. 
Wak'd by the crowd, flow from his bench aroſe 
A comely full-ſpread porter, ſwoln with ſleep; 
His calm, broad, thoughtleſs, aſpect breath d repoſe, 
And in ſweet torpor he was plunged deep, 
Ne could himſclt from ceaſcleſs yawning keep; 
While o'er his eyes the drowſy liquor ran, | 
Thro' which his half-wak'd ſoul would taintly peep, 
Then taking bis black ſtaff, he call'd his man, 
And rous'd himſelf as much as rouſe himſelf he can. 
XXV, 
The lad leap'd lightly at his maſter's call: 
He was, to weet, a little roguiſh page, 
Save ſlecp and play, who minded nought at all, 
Like molt the untaught ſtriplings of his age. 
This boy he kept each band to diſengage, 
Garters and buckles, taſk for him unfit, 
But ill- becoming his grave perſonage, 
And which his portly paunch would not permit, 
$0 this ſame limber page to all performed it. 
XXVI 
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Mean time the maſter-· porter wide diſplay'd 

Great ſtore of caps, of flippers, and of gowns, 

Wherewith he thoſe who enter'd in array'd, 

Looſe as the breeze that plays along the downs, 

And waves the ſummer- woods when evening frowns. 

O fair undreſs! beſt dreſs! it checks no vein, 

But every flowing limb in pleaſure drowns, 

And heightens eaſe with grace. This done, right fain, 

Sir Porter fat him down, and turn'd to fleep again. 
XXVII. 

Thus eaſy rob'd, they to the fountain ſped, 

That in the middle of the court up-threw 

A ſtream, high ſpouting from its liquid bed, 

And falling back again in drizzly dew 

There each deep draughts, as deep he thirſted, drew. 

It was a fountain of Nepenthe rare, 

Whence, as Dan Homer ſings, huge pleaſaunce grew, 

And ſweet oblivion of vile earthly carez [more fair. 

Fair gladſome waking thoughts, and joyous 

2 2 
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II. 
This rite perform'd, all inly pleas'd and ſtill, 
Withouten tromp, was proclamation made; 
« Ye ſons of Indolence! do what you will, 
« And wander where you liſt, thro? hall or glade; 
% Be no man's pleaſure for another ſtaid; 
« Let each as likes him beſt his hours employ, ' 
« And curs'd be he who minds his neighbour's trade! 
4 Here dwells kind eaſe and unreproving joy: 
« He little merits bliſs who others can annoy.” 
XXIX. | 
Strait of theſe endleſs numbers, ſwarming round, 
As thick as idle motes in ſunny ray, 
Not one eftſoons in view was to be found, 
But every man ſtroll'd off his own glad way 
Wide o'er this ample court's blank area, 
With all the lodges that thereto pertain'd, 
No living creature could be ſeen to ſtray, 
While folitude and perfect filence reign'd, ; 
So that to think you a 4 almoſt was conſtrain'd; 


As when a ſhepherd of the Hebrid-iſles,+ 

Plac'd far amid the melancholy main, 

(Whether it be lone fancy him beguiles, 

Or that aerial beings ſometimes deign 

To ſtand embodied to our ſenſes plain) 

Sees on the naked hill or valley low, 

The whilſt in ocean Phoebus dips his wain, 

A vaſt aſſembly movirg to and fro, 

Then all at once in air diſſolves the wondrous ſhow, 

XXXI. 

Ve Gods of Quiet, and of Sleep profound! 
Whole ſoft dominion o'er this Cate ſways, 

And all the widely-filent places round, 

Forgive me, if my trembling pen diſplays 

What never = was ſung in mortal lays, 

But how ſhall I attempt ſuch arduous ſtring, 

I who have ſpent my nights and nightly days 


t Thoſe Mands on tie weſtern coaſt of Scotland called the Hebridess 


** 1 


inne rn — _ 


THE CASTLE OP INDOLENCE, 257 
In this ſoul-deadening place, loole-loitering ? 
Ah! how ſhall I for this uprear my moulted wing? 
XXXII. 
Come on, my Muſe! nor ſtoop to low deſpair, 
Thou imp of Jove! touch'd by celeſtial fire, 
Thou yet ſhalt ſing of war and actions fair, 
Which the bold (ns of Britain will inſpire; 
Of ancient bards thou yet ſhall ſweep the lyre ; 
Thou yet ſhalt tread in Tragic pall the ſtage, 
Paint love's enchanting woes, the hero's ire, 
The ſage's calm, the patriot's noble rage, 
Daſhing corruption down thro' every worthleſs age. 
XXXIII. 
The doors, that knew no thrill alarming bell, 
Ne curſed knocker ply'd by villain's hand, 
Self-open'd into halls, where who can tell 
What elegance and grandeur wide expand, 
= ** of Turkey and of Perſia land — 
Soft quilts on quilts, on carpets carpets 
And ds firetch'd — in d, 
And endleſs pillows riſe to prop the head; 
So that each ſpacious room was one full- ſwelling bed. 
XXXIV. 
And every where huge cover'd tables ſtood, 
With wines high flavour'd and rich viands crown'd; 
Whatever ſprightly juice or taſteful food 
On the green boſom of this earth are found, 
And all old Ocean genders in his round: 
Some hand unſeen thele ſilently diſplay'd, 
Een undemanded by a ſign or ſound 
You need but wiſh, and, inſtantly obey'd, 
Fair rang'd the diſhes roſe, and thick the glaſſes pla yd 
XXXV. 
Here Freedom reign'd without the leaſt alloy; 
Nor goſſip's tale, nor ancient maiden's gall, 
Nor faintly Spleen, durſt murmur at our joy, 
And with envenom'd tongue our pleaſures pall. 
For why ? there was but one great rule for all? * 
To wit, that each ſhould work his own defire, 


And eat, drink, ſtudy, _ as it may fall, 
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Or melt the time in love, or wake the lyre, 
And carol what, unbid, the Muſes might inſpire, 

XXXVI. 

The rooms with coſtly tapeſtry were hung, 
Where was inwoven many a gentle tale, 
Such as of old the rural poets ſung, 

Or of Arcadian or Sicilian vale; 

Reclining lovers, in the lonely dale, 

Pour'd forth at large the fweetly tortur'd heart, 
Or, ſighing tender paſſion, ſwell'd the gale, 

And taught charm'd Echo to reſound their ſmart, 
While flocks, woods, ſtreams, around, repoſe and 

XXXVII. [peace 1 

Thoſe pleas'd the moſt where, by a cunning , 
Depainted was the Patriarchal age, 

What time Dan Abraham left the Chaldee land, 

And paſtur'd'on from verdant ſtage to ſtage, 

Where. fields and fountains freſh could beſt engage. | 
Toil was not then. Of nothing took they heed, 
But with wild beaſts the ſylvan war to wage, | 
And o'er vaſt plains their herds and flocks to feed: 
Bleſt ſons of Nature they ! true Golden Age indeed! 

XXX VIII. 

Sometimes the pencil, in cool airy halls, 

Bade the gay bloom of vernal landſcapes riſe, 

Or autumn's varied ſhades imbrown the walls : 
Now the black tempeſt ftrikes the aſtoniſh'd eyes, 
Now down the ſteep the flaſhing torrent flies; 
The trembling ſun now plays o'er ocean blue, 

And now rude mountains frown amid the ſkies t 
Whate'er Lorrain light-touch'd with ſoftening hue, 
Or ſavage Roſa daſh'd, or learned Pouſſin drew. 
XXXIX. | 

Each ſound, too, here to languiſhment inclin'd, 
Lulb'd the weak boſom, and induced eaſe : 

Aerial muſic in the warbling wind, 

At diſtance riſing oft', by ſmall degrees, 

Nearer and nearer came, till o'er the trees 

It hung, and breath'd ſuch ſoul-diffolving airs 

As did, alas! with oft perdition pleaſe ; 
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Entangled deep in its enchanting ſnares, 
The liſtening heart forgot all duties and all cares, 
XL. 
A certain muſic, never known before, 
Here lull'd the penſive melancholy mind; 
Full eaſily obtain'd. Behoves no more, 
But ſidelong, to the gently-waving wind, 
To lay the well-tun'd inftrument reclin'd, 
From which, with airy-flying fingers light, 
Beyond each mortal touch the moſt refin'd, 
The god of Winds drew ſounds of deep delight, 
Whence, with juſt cauſe, 2 of ZEolus * it hight, 


Ah me! what hand can touch the ſtring ſo fine? 

Who up the lofty diapaſan roll | 

Such ſweet, ſuch ſad, ſuch ſolemn airs divine, 

Then let them down again into the ſoul? 

Now riſing love they fann'd; now pleaſing dole 

They breath'd, in tender muſings, thro” the heart; 

And now a graver ſacred ſtrain they ſtole, 

As when ſeraphic hands an hymn impart ; 

Wild-warbling Nature all, ne the reach of Art! 

XLII. 

Such the gay ſplendour, the luxurious ſtate, 

Of Caliphs old, who on the Tigris' ſhore, 

In mighty Bagdat, populous and great, 

Held their bright court, where was of ladies ſtore, 

And verſe, love, muſic, ſtill the garland wore: 

When Sleep was coy, the bard, in waiting there, 

Cheer'd the lone midnight with the Muſe's lore, t 

Compoſing muſic bade his dreams be fair, 

And muſic lent new gladneſs to the morning air, 
XLIII, 

Near the pavilions where we llept, ſtill ran 

Sott-tinkling itreams, and daſhing waters fell, 

And ſobbing breezes figh'd, and oft* began 

(So work'd the wizard) wintry ſtorms to ſwell, 


Tunis is not an imagination of the Authar, there being in fact ſuch an 

firument called Aeolus s harp, which, when placed agaialt a little ——— 

3 mn 2 — the effect here A —— of their whats 
e Arabian caliphs had poets among 

office it was to do what It here mentiones, * 
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As heaven and earth they would together mell : 

At doors and windows, threat'ning ſeem'd to call 

The demons of the tempeſt, growling fell, | 

Yet the leaſt entrance found they none at all, 

Whence {ſweeter grew our fleep, ſecure in maſſy hall, 
| XLIV. 

And hither Morpheus ſent his kindeſt dreams, 

Raiſing a world of gayer tin& and grace, 

O'er which was ſhadowy caſt Elyſian gleams, 

That play'd, in waving lights, from place to place, 

And ſhed a roſeat ſmile on Nature's face. 

Not Titian's pencil e'er could fo array, 

So fleece with clouds the pure Ke ſpace z 

Ne could it e'er ſuch melting forms diſplay, 

As loote on flowery beds all languiſhing ly lay. 

XLV. 
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No, fair Illufions ! arttul Phantoms, no! 

My Muſe will not attempt your Fairy land: 

She has no colours that like you can glow ; 

To catch your vivid ſcenes too groſs — hand. 

But ture it is, was ne'er a ſubtler band 

Than theſe 1ame guiietul angel-ſceming ſprights, 

Who thus in dreams, voluptuous, ſoft, and bland, 

| Pour'd ail th' Arabian heaven upon our nights, 

| And bleſs'd them oft' beſides with more refin'd delights, 
XLVI1. 

They were in ſooth a molt enchanting train, 

E'en teigning virtue; ſkilful to unite 

With evil good, and ſtrew with pleaſure pain: 

But for thole fiends whom blood and broils delight, 

Who hurl the wretch, as if to hell outright, 

| Down, down black gults, where ſullen waters fleep, 

| Or hold hin clambering all the feartul night 


On bcetling cliffs, or pent in ruins deep, 

| They, till due time ſhould ſerve, were bid far hence to 
XLVII. [ keep, 

| Ye guardian Spirits! to whom man 1s dear, 

| From theſe toul demons ſhield the midnight gloom : 

| Angels ot Fancy and of Love! be near, 

And o*er the blank of ſleep diffuſe a bloom: 
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Evoke the ſacred ſhades of Greece and Rome, 
And let them virtue with a look impart 
But chief a while, O! lend us from the tomb 
Thoſe long-loſt friends for whom in love we ſmart, 
And fill with pious awe and joy-mixt woe the heart, 
XLVIII. 
Or are you — — — Bid the morn of youth 
Riſe to new light, and beam afreſh the days 
Of innocence, ſimplicity, and truth, 
To cares eſtrang'd, and manhood's thorny ways. 
What tranſport, to retrace our boyilh plays, 
Our eaſy bliſs, when each thing joy ſupply'd, 
The woods, the mountains, and the warbling maze 
Of the wild brooks!—But, fondly wandering wide, 
My Mule! reſume the =_ = yet doth thee abide, 
XLIX. 
One great amuſement of our houſehold was, 
In a huge chryſtal magic globe to ſpy, 
Still as you turn'd it, all things that do 
Upon this ant-hill earth; where conſtantly 
Of idly-bufy men the reſtleſs fry 
Run buſtling to and fro with fooliſh haſte, 
In ſearch of pleaſures vain that from them fly, 
Or which obtain'd the caitiffs dare not taſte : 
When nothing is . there be greater waſte? 


Of Vanity the Mirrour this was call'd. 

Here you a muck worm of the town might ſee, 

At his dull deſk, amid his legers dall c, 

Ate up with carking care and penurie, 

Moſt like to carcaſe parch'd on gallow tree. 

« A penny ſaved is a penny got; 

Firm to this ſcoundrel- maxim keepeth he, 

Ne of its rigour will he bate a jot, 

Till it has quench'd his = and baniſhed his pot, 
I. 

Strait from the filth of this! ib, behold! 

Comes fluttering forth a gaudy Pendihrift heir, 

All gloſly gay, enamell'd all with gold, 

The filly tenant of the ſummer-air, 
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In folly loſt, of nothing takes he care; 
Pimps, lawyers, ſtewards, harlots, flatterers vile, 
And thie ing tradeſmen, him among them thare ; 
His father's ghoſt from Limbo-lake, the while, 
Sees this, which more damnation doth upon him pile. 

| LIL. | 

This globe pourtray d the race of learned men 
Still at their books, and turning o'er the page 
Backwards and forwards :- oft” they inatch the pen, 
As if inipir'd, and in a Theſpian rage, 
Then write, and blot, as would your ruth engage. 
Why, Authors! all this ſcrawl and ſcribbling fore ? 
To loſe the preſent, gain the future age, 
Praiſed to be when you can hear no more, 


And much enrich'd with tame when uſeleſs worldly 


{tore ? 
LIII. 
Then would a ſplendid city riſe to view, 
With carts, and cars, and coaches, roaring all: 
Wide pour'd abroad behold the giddy crew, 
See how they daſh along trom wall to wall! 
At every door, hark how. they thundering call! 
Good Lord! what can this giddy rout excite? - 
Why, on cach other with tell tooth to fall, 
A neighbour's fortune, tame, or peace, to blight, 
And make new tirelome parties tor the coming night, 
LIV. | 
The puzzling ſons of Party next appear d, 
In dark cabals and nightly juntos met, 
And now they whiſper d cloſe, now ſhrugging rear d 
Th' important thoulder ; then, as if to get 
New light, their twinkling eyes were inward ſet, 
No ſooner Lucifer I recalls atfairs, # 
Than forth they various ruth in mighty fret; 
When, lol puſh'd up to power, and crown'd their cares, 
In comes another lett, and kicketh them down ftairs, 
LV 


But what moſt ſhew'd the vanity of life, 
Was to behold the nations all on fire, 
t The morning tar. 
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In cruel broils engag'd, and deadly ſtrife, | 
Moſt Chriſtian kings, inflam'd by black deſire, 
With honourable ruffians in their hire, 
Cauſe war to rage, and blood around to pour: 
Of this ſad work when each begins to tire, 
They ſit them down juſt where they were before, 
Till for new ſcenes of woe peace ſhall their force reſtore» 
LVI. 
To number up the thouſands dwelling here, 
An uſeleſs were, and eke an endleſs taſk ; 
From kings, and thoſe who at the helm appear, 
To gipſies brown in ſummer-glades who balk. 
Yea many a man, perdie, I could unmaſk, 
Whole deſk and table make a ſolemn ſhow, 
With tape-ty'd traſh, and fuits of fools, that alk 
For place or penſion, laid in decent row; 


But theſe I paſſen by, with nameleſs numbers moe. 
LVII 


Of al: the gentle tenants of the place, 

There was a man of ſpecial grave remark ; 

A certain tender gloom oꝰerſpread his face, 

Penſive, not ſad; in thought involv'd, not dark; 

As ſoot this man could fing as morning lark, 

And teach the nobleſt morals of the heart ; 

But theſe his talents were yburied ſtark; 

Of the fine ſtores he nothing would impart, _ 

Which or boon Nature gave, or nature · painting Art. 
VIII. 

To noontide ſhades incontinent he ran, 

Where purls the brook with ſleep- inviting ſound, 

Or when Dan Sol to ſlope his wheels began, 

Amid the broom he baſk'd him on the ground, 

Where the wild thyme and camomoil are found : 

There would he linger, till the lateſt ray 

Of light ſate trembling on the welkin's bound, 

Then homeward thro the twilight ſhadows ſtray, 

Sauntering and flow : ſo had he paſſed many a day. 
LIX. 

Yet not in thoughtleſs ſlumber were they paſt z 


Por oft* the heavenly fire, that lay conceal'd 


4 
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Beneath the ſleeping embers, mounted faſt, 
And all its native light anew reveal'd ; 
Oft' as he travers'd the cerulean field, 
And markt the clouds that drove before the wind, 
Ten thouſand glorious ſyſtems would he build, 

'Ten thouſand great ideas fill'd his mind : 
But with the clouds they fled, and left no tgace behind. 
LX 


With him was ſometimes join'd, in ſilent walk, 

(Profoundly filent, for they never ſpoke) 

One ſhyer FO who quite deteſted talk ; 

Ott” ſtung by ſpleen, at once away he broke, 

To groves of pine and broad o'erſhadowing oak; 

There ialy thrill'd, he wander'd all alone, 

And on himſelf his penſive fury wroke, 

Ne ever utter'd word, fave when firſt ſhone 

The glittering ſtar of eve—** Thank Heaven! the day 
LXI. [is done.“ 


r eig , toe. a 


Here lurk'd a wretch who had not crept abroad 1 
For forty years, ne face of mortal ſeen ; \ 
In chamber brooding like a loathly toad, 8 
And ſure his linen was not very clean. 4 
Through ſecret loop-holes, that had praftis'd been 1 
Near to his bed, his dinner vile he took; 1 
Unkempt, and rough, of ſqualid face and mein, 4 
Our Caſtie's ſhame! whence, from his filthy nook, \ 
We drove the villain out — lair to look. 1 
LXII. 
One day there chaunc'd into theſe hills to rove A 
A joyous youth, who took you at firſt ſight ; 60 
Him the wild wave of pleaſure hither drove, « 
Before the ſprightly tempeſt toſſing light: « 
Certes, he was a moſt engaging wight, 60 
Of ſocial glee, and wit humane tho* keen, 6 
Turning the night to day and day to nights 9 
For him the merry bells had rung, I ween, 6 
It in this nook of quiet bells had ever been. 
| LXIII. 


But not e*en pleaſure to exceſs is good: : 
What moſt elates then ſinks the ſoul as low; 
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When ſpring-tide' joy pours in with copious flood, 
The higher ſtill th exulting billows flow, 
The farther back again they flagging go, 
And leave us grovelling on the dreary ſhore, 
Taught by this ſon of Joy, we found it fo, 
Who, whitit he ſtaid, kept in a gay uproar 
Our madden'd Caſtle A. _ 3 of Sleep no more. 

IV. 

As when in prime of June a'burniſh'd fly, pr 
Sprung from the meads, o'er which he ſweeps along, 
Cheer'd by the breathing bloom and vital ſky, 
Tunes up amid theſe airy halls his ſong, 
Soothing at firſt the gay repoſing throng ; 
And oft” he ſips their bowl ; or, nearly drown'd, 
He, thence recovering, drives their beds among, 
And ſcares their tender ſleep, with trump profound, 
Then out again he _ A his mazy round. 


Another gueſt there was, of ſenſe refin'd, 

Who felt each worth, for every worth he had: 
Serene, yet warm; humane, yet firm his mind; 

As little touch'd as any man's with bad: 

Him thro” their inmeft walks the Muſes lad, 

To him the ſacred love of Nature lent, 

And ſometimes would he make our valley glad; 
When as we found he would not here be pent, 

To him the better ſort . ! meſſage ſent: 


4 


ec Come, dwell with us, true ſon of Virtue ! come: 
But if, alas! we cannot thee perſuade 
« To lie content beneath our peaceful dome, 
« Ne ever more to quit out quiet glade, | 
« Yet when at laſt thy toils, but ill apaid, * 
« Shall dead thy fire, and damp its heavenly ſpark, 
« Thou wilt be glad to ſeek the rural ſhade, 
* There to indulge the Muſe, and Nature mark; 
« We then a lodge for T1 rear in Hagley-Park,” 
Here * ligg d th” = of the age, 

call'd by Fame, in ſoul ypricked d 
y Fame, ＋ 9 1 
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A noble pride reſtor d him to the ſtage, 
And rous'd him like a giant from his ſleep. 
E'en from his ſlumbers we advantage reap : 
With double force th' enliven'd ſcene he wakes, 
Yet quits not Nature's bounds. He knows to keep 
Each due decorum. Now the heart he ſhakes, 


ment takes. 


And now with well-urg'd ſenſe th* enlighten'd judg- 


LXVIII. 

A bard here dwelt, more fat than bard beſeems, 
+ Who, void of envy, guile, and luſt of gain, 
On virtue ſtill, and Nature's pleaſing themes, 
Pour'd forth his unpremiditated ſtrain; 
The world forſaking with a calm diſdain, 
Here laugh'd he careleſs in his eaſy ſeat; 
Here quaff d, encircled with the joyous train, 
Oft' moralizing ſage ; his ditty ſweet 
He loathed much to write, ne cared to repeat. 

| LXIX. a 
Full oft* by holy feet our ground was trod, 
Of clerks good plenty here you mote eſpy; 
A little, round, fat, oily man of God, 
Was one I chiefly mark'd among the fry : 
He had a roguiſh twinkle in his eye, 
And ſhone all-glittering with ungodly dew, 
If a tight damſel chaunc'd to trippen by; . 
Which when obſerv'd, he ſhrunk into his mew, 
And ſtrait would recollect his piety ane w. 

LXX. | 


Nor be forgot a tribe who minded nought 
(Old inmates. of the place) but ſtate · affairs; 
They look'd, perdie, as if they deeply thought, 
And on their brow fat every nation's cares, 
The world by them is parcell'd out in ſhares, 
When in the Hall of Smoke they congreſs hold, 
And the Sage berry ſun-burat Mocha bears 
Has clear'd their inward eye: then, ſmoke-cnroll'd, 
Their oracles break forth myſterious as of old. 

t The fullowiag lines of this Ranza were w. it by a friend of the Authors 
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LXXI. | 
Here languid Beauty kept her pale-fac'd court: 
Bevies of dainty dames, of high degree, 
From every quarter hither made reſort, 
Where, from groſs mortal care and buſineſs free, 
2 7 ur'd out in eaſe and luxury: 
Or ſhould they a vain ſhew of work aus, 
Alas! and well-a.day! what can it be? 
To knot, to twiſt, to range the vernal bloom, 
But far is caſt the diſtaff, ſpinning-wheel, and loom. 
| LXXII. 
Their only labour was to kill the time; 
And labour dire it is, and weary woe: 
They ſit, they loll, turn o'er ſome idle rhyme, 
Then, riſing ſudden, to the glaſs they go, 
Or ſaunter forth, with tottering ſtep and flow : 
This ſoon too rude an exerciſe they find; 
Strait on the couch their limbs again they throw, 
Where hours on hours they ſighing lie reclin'd, 
And court the vapoury god ſoft-breathing in the wind. 
LXXIII. + 
Now muſt I mark the villainy we found; 
But, ah! too late, as ſhall eitſoons be ſhewn. 
A place here was, deep, dreary, under ground, 
Where ſtill our inmates, when unpleaſing grown, 
Diſeas'd, and loathſome, privily were thrown. 
Far from the light of heaven, they languiſh'd there, 
Unpity'd uttering many a bitter grown; 
For of theſe wretches taken was no care; 
Fierce fiends and hags of hell their only nurſes were. 
LXXIV. 
Alas! the change! from tcenes of joy and reſt, 
To this dark den, where Sickneſs. toſs'd alway. 
Here Lethargy, with deadly fleep oppreſl, , 
Stretch'd on his back, a mighty lubbard, lay 
Heaving his ſides, and ſnored night and day 
To ſtir him from his traunce it was not eath, 
And his half-open'd eyne he ſhut ſtraitway; 
He led, I wot, the ſofteſt way to death, (breath. 
And taught withouten Fw and ſtrife to yield the 
a 2 
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| LXXV 


Of limbs enormous, but withal unſound, 

Soft-ſwoln and pale, here lay the Hydropſy : 

Unwieldy man! with belly monſtrous round, 

For ever fed with watery ſupply : | 

For ſtill he drank, and yet he FA was dry. 

And moping here did Hypochondria ſit, 

Mother of Spleen, in robes of various dye, 

Who vexed was full oft* with ugly fit; | 

And ſome her frantic deem'd, and ſome her deem'd 
| LXXVI. Ala wit. 

A lady proud ſhe was, of ancient blood, 

Yet oft” her fear her pride made crouchen low; 

She felt, or tancy'd, in her fluttering mood, 

All the diſeaſes which the ſpittles know, 

And ſought all phyſic which the ſhops beſtow, 

And ſtill new leaches and new drugs would try, 

Her humour ever wavering to and To ; 

For ſometimes ſhe would laugh, and ſometimes cry, 

Then ſudden waxed wroth, and all ſhe knew not why. 

7 LXXVII. 

Faſt by her fide a liſtleſs maiden pin'd, 

With aching head, and ſqueamiſh heart-burnings ; 

Pale, bloated, cold, ſhe ſcem'd to hate mankind, 

Yet lov'd in ſecret all forbidden things. 

And here the Tertian ſhakes his chilling wings : 

The ſleepleſs Gout here counts the crowing cocks ; 
A wolf now gnaws him, now a ſerpent ſtings 

Whilſt Apoplexy cramm'd Intemperance . 

Down to the ground at once, as butcher felleth ox. 
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— 
The Knigut of Arts and Induftry, 
And his atchievements fair, 
1 hat by his Cattle s overthrow 
Secur'd and crowned were. 


— ſD:———— — — — 


4. 
E AP'D the Caſtle of the Sire of Sin, 

Ah! where ſhall I ſo ſweet a dwelling find? 
For all around, without, and ali within, 
Nothing ſave what delighttul was and kind, 

Of goodneſs favouring and a tender mind, 

E er roſe to view: but now another ſtrain, 

Of doletul note, alas! remains behind : 

I now muſt fing of pleaſure turn'd to pain, 
And of the falſe enchanter Indolence complain. 


Is there no patron to protect the Muſe, 
And fence tor her Parnaſſus* barren ſoil ? 
To every labour its reward accrues, 
And they are ſure of bread who {wink and moil; | 
But a fell tribe th* Aonian hive de(poil, | 

As ruthleis waſps oft* rob the paimul bee: 

Thus while the laws not guard that nobleſt toil, 
Ne for the Muſes other meed decree, 

They praiſed are alone, _ ſtarve right merrily. 


I care not, Fortune! what you me deny; 

You cannot rob me of free Nature's grace 

You cannot ſhut the windows of the tky, 

Thro' which Aurora ſhews her brightening face; 

You cannot bar my conſtant feet to trace 

The woods and lawns, by living ſtream, at eve: 

Let health my nerves and finer fibres brace, 

Aud I their toys to the great children leave: 

Ot fancy, realon, virtue, nought can me bereave. 
| A a 3 
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Come then, my Muſe? and raife a bolder ſan 
Come, lig no more upon the bed of ſloth, 55 
Dragging the lazy languid line along, 
Fond to begin, but ſtill to finiſh loath, 

Thy halt-writ ſcrolls all eaten by the moth : 
Ariſe, and ſing that generous imp of fame, 
Who with the ſons of Soſtneſs nobly wroth, 

'To ſweep away this human lumber came, 

Or in a choſen few to 9 the ſlumbering flame. 


In Fairy: land there liv'd a knight of old, 

Of feature ſtern, Selvaggio well yelep'd, 

A rough unpoliſh'd man, robuſt and bold, 

But wondrous poor: he neither ſow'd nor reap'd, 

Ne ſtores in ſummer for cold winter heap'd ; 

In hunting all his days away he wore 

Now ſcorch'd by June, now in November ſteep'd, 

Now pinch'd by biting January ſore, 

He ſtill in woods purſu'd the libbard and the boar. 

VI. 

As he one morning, long before the dawn, 

Prick'd thro” the foreſt to diſlodge his prey, 

Deep in the winding boſom of a lawn, | 

| With wood wild- fring'd, he mark'd a taper's ray, 

| That from the beating rain and wintry fray 

Did to a lonely cot his ſteps decoy ; 

There, up to earn the needments of the day, 

He found Dame Poverty, nor fair nor coy ; 

Her he compreſs d, and fill'd her with a luſty boy, 

VII. 

Amid the green-wood ſhade this boy was bred, 

And grew at laſt a knight of muckel fame, 

Of olive mind and vigorous Juſtyhed, 

The Knight of Arts and Induſtry by name. 

Earth was his bed, the boughs his roof did frame; 

He knew no beverage but the flowing ftream ; 
His taſteful well-earn'd food the ſylvan game, It 
Or the brown fruit with which the woodlands teem : Bu 
The ſame to him glad ſummer or the winter breme. Tl 
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VIII ; 


So paſg'd his youthful 17 void of care, 
Wild as the colts that through the commons run: 
For him no tender parents troubled were, 
He of the foreſt ſeem'd to be the ſon, 
And certes had been utterly undone, 
But that Minerva pity of him took, 
With all the gods that love the rural wonne, 
That teach to tame the foil and rule the crook ; 
Ne did the ſacred Nine * a gentle look. 

| X 


Of fertile genius him they nurtur'd well, 

In every ſcience and in every art, 

By which mankind the thoughtleſs brutes excel, 

That can or uſe, or joy, or grace, impart, 

Diſcloſing all the powers of head and heart: 

Ne were the goodly exerciſes ſpar'd, 

That brace the nerves, or make the limbs alert, 

And mix elaſtic force with firmneſs hard : 

Was never knight on ground mote be with him com- 
X. [par'd, 

Sometimes, with early morn, he mounted | 

The hunter-ſteed, exulting o'er the dale, 

And drew the roleate breath of orient day; 

Sometimes, retiring to the ſecret vale, 

Yclad in ſteel, and briglit with burniſh'd mail, 

He ſtrainꝰd the bow, or toſs'd the ſounding ſpear z 

Or darting on the goal, outſtripp'd the gale ; 

Or wheel'd the chariot-in its mid- career; 

. Or ſtrenuous wreſtled hard 8 many a tough compeer. 


At other times he pry d thro' Nature's ſtore, 
Whate'er ſhe in th* ethereal round contains, 
Whate'er ſhe hides beneath her verdant floor, 

The vegetable and the mineral reigns ; 

Or elle he ſcann'd the globe, thoſe imall domains, 
Where reſtleſs mortals {uch a turmoil keep, 

Its ſeas, its floods, its mountains, and its plains ; 
But more he ſearch'd the mind, and rous'd trom ſleep 


Thoſe moral ſeeds whence we heroic actions reap. 
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Nor would he ſcorn to ſtoop from high purſuits | 
Of heavenly Truth, and practiſe what ſhe taught. 
Vain is the tree of Knowledge without fruits. 
Sometimes in hand the ſpade or plough he caught, 
Forth-calling all with which boon earth is fraught ; 
Sometimes he ply'd the ſtrong mechanic tool, | 
Or rear'd the fabric from the fineſt draught; 
And oft' he put himſelf to Neptune's ſchool, 
Fighting with winds — on the vext ocean pool, 
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To ſolace then theſe rougher toils, he try'd 
To touch the kindling canvaſs into life; 
With Nature his creating pencil vy'd, 

With Nature, joyous at the mimie ſtrife; 
Or, to ſuch ſhapes as grac'd Pygmalion's wife 
He hew'd the marble ; or, with varied fire, 
He rous'd the trumpet and the martial fife ; 
Or bade the lute ſweet tenderneſs inſpire; 
Or verſes fram'd that 3 wake Apollo's lyre. 
Accompliſh'd thus, he from the woods iſſu'd, 

Full of great aims, and bent on bold emprize ; 

The work which long he in his breaſt had brew'd 
Now to perform he ardent did deviſe, 

To wit, a barbarous world to civilize. 

Earth was till then a boundleſs foreſt wild, 

Nought to be ſeen but ſavage wood and ſkies; | 

No cities nouriſh'd arts, no culture ſmil'd, 

No government, no —_ ” gentle manners mild. 
A rugged wight, the worſt of brutes, was man; 
On his own wretched kind he, ruthleſs, prey'd ; 
The ſtrongeſt ſtill the weakeſt over ran; 

In every country mighty robbers ſway d, 

And guile and ruffian force were all their trade. 
Liſe was a ſcene of rapine, want, and woe, 

Which this brave knight, in noble anger, made 

To {wear he would the raſcal rout o'erthrow, 

For, by the powers Divine, it ſhould no more be fo! 
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| I. 
It would exceed the purport of my ſong, 
To ſay how this ſun, from orient climes 
Came beaming life and beauty all along, 
Before him chaſing Indolence and crimes. 
Still as he paſs'd, the nations he ſublimes, 
And calls forth Arts and Virtues with his ray: | 
Then Egypt, Greece, and Rome, their golden times 
Succeſſive had z but now in ruins grey 
They lie, to {laviſh 1 r a prey. 
To crown his toils, Sir Induſtry then ſpread 
The ſwelling ſail, and made for Britain's coaſt. 
A ſylvan lite till then the natives led, 
In the brown ſhades and green-wood foreſt Joſt, 
All careleſs rambling where it lik'd them moſt : 
Their wealth the wild deer bouncing thro” the glade; 
They lodg'd at large, and liv'd 1 1 colt ; 
Save ſpear and bow, withouten other aid, 
Yet not the Roman * . breaſt diſmay d. 


He lik'd the ſoil, he lik d the clement ſkies, 

He lik'd the verdant hills and 7 plains. 

Be this my great, my choſen Iſle, (he cries,) 4 
This, whilſt my labours Liberty ſuſtains, 

This Queen of Ocean all aſſault diſdains. 

Nor lik'd he leſs the genius of the land, 

To freedom apt and perſevering pains, 

Mild to obey, and generous to command, 


Temper'd by formin * with kindeſt, firmeſt hand, 


Here, by degrees, his maſter-work aroſe, 
Whatever Arts and Induſtry can frame ; 

Whatever finiſh'd Agriculture knows, 

Fair Queen of Arts! from Heaven itſelf who came 
When flouriſh'd in unſpotted fame: 

And ſtill with her ſweet Innocence we find, 

And tender Peace, and joys without a name, 
That, while they raviſh, tranquillize the mind: 
Nature and Art at once, delight and uſe combin'd. 


174 THE CASTLE OF INDOLENCE. 


Then towns he quicken'd by mechanic arts, 

And bade the fervent city glow with toil ; 

Bade ſocial Commerce raiſe renowned marts, 

Join land to land, and marry foil to foil, 

Unite the poles, and without bloody ſpoil 

Bring home of either Ind the gorgeous ſtores ; 

Or, ſhould deſpotic rage the world embroil, 

Bade tyrants tremble on remotelt ſhores, 

While o'er theencirclingd 25 Britannia's thunder roars, 


The drooping Muſes then he weſtward call'd, 

From the tam'd City + by Propontic ſea, 

What time the Turk th* enfeebled Grecian thrall'd, 

Thence from their cloiſter'd walks he ſet them free, 

And brought them to another Caſtalie, 

Where Iſis many a famous noerfling breeds; 

Or where old Cam ſoft-paces o'er the lea 

In penſive mood, and tunes his Doric reeds, 

The whilſt his flocks at large the lonely ſhepherd feeds. 
II. 


Yet the fine arts were what he finiſh'd leaſt. 

For why? they are the quinteſſence of all, 

The growth of Jabouring time, and flow increaſt ; 
Unkel, as ſeldom chances, it ſhould fall, 

That mighty patrons the coy Siſters call 

Up to the ſun-ſhine of uncumber'd eaſe, 

Where no rude care the mounting thought may thrall, 
And where they nothing have to do but pleaſe: 
Ah l gracious God! thou know'ſ they aſk no other fees. 

XXIII. 

But now, alas! we live too late in time: 

Our patrons now e'en grudge that little claim, 
Except to ſuch as ſleek the ſoothing rhyme ; 

And yet, forſooth, they wear Mzcena's name; 

Poor ſons of puft-up Vanity, not Fame. 

Unbroken ſpirits, cheer ! ſtill, ſtill remains 

Th' eternal Patron, Liberty] whoſe flame, 

While ſhe protects, inſpires the nobleit ſtrains, 

The beſt, and ſweeteſt far, are toil-created gains, 
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When, as the knight had fram'd, in Britain land, 
A matchleſs form of glorious government, 

In which the ſovereign laws alone command, 

Laws ſtabliſh'd by the public free conſent, 

Whoſe majeſty is to the ſceptre lent ; 

When this great plan, with each dependent art, 
Was ſettled firm, and to his heart's content, 

Then ſought he from the toilſome ſcene to part, 
And let lite's vacant N quiet thro? the heart. 


For this he choſe a farm in Deva's vale, 
Where his long allies peep'd upon the main 
In this calm ſeat he drew the healthful gale; 
Here mix'd the chief, the patriot, and the ſwain, 
The happy monarch of his ſylvan train; 
Here, fided by the guardians of the fold, | 
He walk d his rounds, and cheer'd his bleſt domain: 
His days, the days of unſtain'd Nature, roll'd, 
Replete with peace and joy, like patriarchs of old. 
a ; XXVI. 
Witneſs, ye lowing Herds | who gave him milk; 
Witneſs, ye Flocks ] whoſe woolly veſtments far 
Exceed ſott India's cotton or her A; 
Witneſs, with autumn charg'd, the nodding car, 
That homeward came beneath ſweet evening's ſtar, 
Or of September moons the radiance mild ; 
O hide thy head, abominable War! 
, 'Of crimes oo W 2 child: 1 
From heaven this life yſprung, from hell thy glorĩes vi 
* | . XXV I. 1 
Nor from this deep retirement baniſh'd was 
Ch* amuſing care of rural Indultry ; | 
Still, as with grateful change the ſcaſons paſs, 
New ſcenes ariſe, new landſcapes ſtrike the eye, 
And all th' enliven'd country beautify : 
Gay plains extend where marſhes ſlept before; 
Oer recent meads th* exulting ſtreamlets fly; 
Dark frowning heaths gro bright with Ceres ſtore, 
And woods unbrown the tteep, or wave along the ſhore. 
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XXVIII. 
As nearer to his farm you made approach, 
He poliſh'd Nature with a finer hand: N 
Yet on her beauties durſt nat Art encroach; 
"Tis Art's alone theſe beauties to expand. 
In graceful dance immingled o'er the land, 
Pan, Pales, Flora, and Pomona play d: 
Here, too, briſk gales the rude wild common fann'd, 
An happy place ; where free, and unafraid, 
Amid the flowering a * coyer creature ſtray d. 
IX. 
But in prime vigour what can laſt for aye? 
That ſoul-enfeebling wizard Indolence, 
I whilom ſung, wrought in his works decay: 
Spread far and wide was his curs'd influence; 
Of public virtue much he dull'd the ſenſe, 
E'en much of private; ate our ſpirit out, 
And fed our rank luxurious vices ; whence 
The land was overlaid with many a lout ; | 
Not, as old Fame reports, od generous, bold, and ſtout, 


A rage of pleaſure madden'd every breaſt ; 

Down to the lowelt lees the ferment ran : 

To his licentious wiſh each muſt be bleſt, 

With joy be fever'd, ſnatch it as he can. 

Thus Vice the ſtandard rear'd ; her arrier-ban 

Corruption call'd, and loud ſhe gave the word, 

« Mind, mind yourſelves! why ſhould the vulgar man, 

6 The 2 ＋. be _ N OP his 5” / 

« En is ſpan of life! "tis a ods afford. 
FR 5270 XXXI. 4 | 

The tidings reach'd to where, in quiet hall, 

The good old Knight enjoy'd well-earn'd repoſe. _ 

«© Come, come, Sir Knight! thy children on thee call; 

Come, fave us yet, ere ruin round us cloſe ! 

© The demon Indolence thy toils o'erthrows.”* 

On this the noble colour ſtain'd his cheeks, 

Indignant, glowing through the whitening ſnows 

of — eld; his eye full- ſpeaks 

His ardent ſoul, and from his couch at once he breaks. 
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XXXII. 

J will (he cry'd) fo help me, God! deſtroy 
That villain Archimage.—His page then ſtrait 
He to him call'd, a fiery-footed boy, 
Benempt Diſpatch. * My ſteed be at the gate; 
« My bard attend; quick, bring the net of Fate.“ 
This net was twiſted by the Siſters three, 
Which when once caſt o'er harden'd wretch, too late 
Repentance comes; replevy cannot be 


From the ſtrong iron graſp of vengeful Deſtiny. 
XXXIII. 


He came, the bard, a little Druid-wight, 
Of withered aſpect; but his eye was keen, 
With ſweetneſs mix'd. In ruſſet brown bedight, 
As is his ſiſter of the copſes green, 
He crept along, unpromiſing of mien. 
Groſs he who judges ſo. His ſoul was fair, 
Bright as the children of yon” azure ſheen. 
True comelineſs, which nothing can impair, 
Dwells in the mind : all elſe is yanity and glare. 
| XXXIV. 
Come (quoth the Knight) a voice has reach'd mine ear, 
The demon Indolence threats overthrow : 
To all that to mankind is good and dear: 
Come, Philomelus ! let us inſtant go, 
O'erturn his bowers, and lay his Caſtle low. 
Thoſe men, thoſe wretched men! who will be ſlaves, 
Muſt drink a bitter wrathful cop of woe; | 
But ſome there be thy ſong, as from their graves, 
Shall raiſe, Thrice happy * without rigour ſaves. 
V. 
Iſſuing forth, the Knight beſtrode his ſteed, 
Of ardent bay, and on whoſe front a ſtar 
Shone blazing bright ; ſprung from the generous breed 
That whirl of active day the rapid car, 
He pranc'd along, diſdaining gate or bar. | 
Meantime the bard on milk-white palfrey rode; 
An honeſt ſober beaſt, that did not mar 
His meditations, but full ſoftly trode; 


And much they K thus yfere they yode. 
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XXXVI. 
They talk'd of virtue, and of human bliſs ; 
What elſe ſo fit for man to ſettle well ? N 
And ſtill their long reſearches met in this, 
This truth of truths, which nothing can refe! ; 
«From virtue's tount the pureſt joys out-well, 
« Sweet rills of thought that cheer the conſcious ſoul; 
« While vice pours forth the troubled ſtreams of hell, 
& The which, howe'er diſguis'd, at laſt with dole 
1% Will, thro' the tortur'd breaſt, their fiery torrent roll,” 
XXXVII. 
At length it dawn'd, that tatal valley gay, 
O'er which high wood- crown d hills their ſummits rear: 
On the cool height a while our palmers ſtay, 
And, ſpite een of themlelves, their ſenſes cheer; 
Then to the vizard's wonne their ſteps they ſtecr: 
Like a green iſle it broad beneath them ſpred, 
With gardens round, and wandering currents clear, 
And tutted groves to N the meadow-bed, 
Sweet airs and ſong; and without hurry all ſeem'd 
1 XXXVIII. * * 
4% As God ſhall judge me, Knight! we mult forgive 
« (The half enraptur'd Philomelus cry'd) _ 
The frail good man, deluded, here to live, 
« And in theſe groves his muſing fancy hide. 
« Ah! nought is pure. It cannot be deny'd, 
«© That virtue ſtill ſome tincture has of vice, 
« And vice of virtue. What ſhould then betide, 
« But that our charity be not too nice? 
„Come, let us thoſe we can to real bliſs entice.** 
75 XXXIX. | 
« Ay, ſicker, (quoth the Knight) all fleſh is frail, 
% To pleaſant fin and joyous dalliance bent; 
& But let not brutiſh vice of this avail, 
« And think to ſcape delcryed puniſhment, 
4% Juſtice were cruel, weak!y to relent ; 
« From Mercy's ſelf ſhe got her ſacred glaive ; 
« Grace be to thoſe who can and will repent, 
« But penance, long and dreary, to the ſlave, 
* Who muſt in floods of fire his groſs toul ſpirit lave.“ 
| * | 1 
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XL ' 


Thus holding high diſcourle, they came to where 
The curſed carle was at his wonted trade, 

Still tempting heedleſs men into his ſnare, 

In witching wiſe, as I before have ſaid :; 

But when he ſaw, in goodly geer array'd, 

The grave majeſtic Knight approaching nigh, 
And by bis ſide the bard lo ſage and ftaid, 

His countenance fell; yet oft” his anxious 


e 
Mark'd them, like wily _ who roolted cock doth ſpy- 
XLI | 


Nathleſs, with feign'd reſpe& he bade give back 

The rabble rout, and welcom'd them full kind: 
Struck with the noble twain, they were not lack 
His orders to obey, and fall bebind. | 

Then he reſum'd his ſong, and, unconfin'd, | 
Pour'd all his muſic, ran thro' all his ſtrings; N 
Wich magic duſt their eyne he tries to blind, a 
And virtue's tender airs o'er weaknels flings, _ 


What pity baſe his ſong who ſo divinely ſings! 
XLII | 


Flate in thought, he counted them his own, 

They liſten'd ſo intent with fix'd delight; 

But they inſtead, us if tranſmew'd to ſtone, 

Marvell'd he could with ſuch ſweet art unite 

The lights and ſhades of manners wrong and right. 

Meantime the filly crowd the charm devour, 

Wide prefling to the gate. Swift, on the Knight 

He darted fierce, to drag him to his bower, | 

Who backning ſhunn'd his touch, for well he knew its 
XLIII. (power. 

As in throng'd amphitheatre, of old, 

The wary Retiarius trapp'd his foe, 

E'en ſo the Knight, returning on him bold, 

At once involv'd him in the Net of Woe, 

Whereof I mention made not long ago. 

Enrag'd at firſt, he ſcorn'd ſo weak a jail, 

And leapt, and flew, and flounced to and fro; 

But when he found that nothing could avail, | 

He fat him: felly down, and gnaw'd his bitter nail. 
Bb 2 
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Alarm'd, th' inferior demons of the place 
Rais'd rueful ſhrieks and hideous yells around; 
Black ſtormy clouds deform'd the welkin's face, 
And from beneath was heard a wailing found, 
As of infernal ſprights in cavern bound; 
A ſolemn ſadneſt every creature ſtrook, | 
And lightnings flaſh'd, and horror rock*d the ground: 
Huge crowds on crowds outpour'd with blemiſh'd look, 
As i on time's laſt verge 5 frame of things had ſhook, 

LV 


Soon as the ſhort-liv'd tempeſt was yſpent, 

Steam'd from the jaws of vext Avernus' hole, 

And huſh'd the hubbub of the rabblement, 

Sir Induſtry the firſt calm moment ſtole. 

There mult (he cry'd) amid ſo vaſt a ſhoal, 

«© Be ſome who are not tainted at the heart, 

Not poiſon' d quite by this ſame villain's bowl ; 

“Come then, my Bard! thy heavenly fire impart; 

© Touch foul with ſoul, till forth the latent ſpirit ſtart.” 

|  XLVI. 

The bard obey'd; and taking from his fide, 

Where it in ſeemly ſort depending hung, 

His Britiſh harp, its ſpeaking rings he try'd, 

The which with ſkilful touch he deifly ſtrung, 

Till tinkling in clear ſymphony they rung: 

Then as he felt the Muſes come along, 

Light o'er the chords his raptur'd hand he flung, 

And play'd a prelude to his riſing ſong ; | 

The whilſt, like midnight mute, ten thouſands round 
LVII. ſhim throng. 

Thus ardent, burſt his flrain—“ Ye hapleſs Race 

„Dire - labouring here to ſmother Reaſon's ray, 

That lights our Maker's image in our face, 

* And gives us wide o'er earth unqueſtion'd ſway, 

„% What is th” ador'd Supreme Perfection, ſay ? 

* What, but eternal never-reſting ſoul, 

„ Almighty power, and all- directing day, 

% By whom each atom ſtirs, the planets roll; 

© Who fills, ſurrounds, informs, and agitates the whole, 
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XLVIII. | 
« Come, to the beaming God your hearts unfold ! 
« Draw from its fountain life! Tis thence, alone, 
« We can excel. Up from unfeeling mold, | 
« To ſeraphs burning round th' Almighty's throne, 
« Life riſing ſtil] on life, in higher tone, 
« Perfection forms, and with perfeCtion bliſs. 
« In univerſal Nature this clear ſhewn, 
« Nor needeth proof: to prove it were, I wis, | 
« To prove the beauteous world excels the brute abyſs. 
IX. 1 
« Is not the field, with lively culture green, 
% A ſight more joyous then the dead morals ? 
« Do not the ſkies, with active ether clean, 
« And fann'd by ſprightly Zephyrs, far ſurpaſs 
« The foul November-fogs, and flumb'rous maſs, 
« With which ſad Nature veils her drooping face? 
« Does not the mountain-ſtream, as clear as glaſs, 
« Gay-dancing on, the putrid pool diſgrace ? 
The ſame in all holds true, but chief in human race 
L. | 
«© Tt was not by vile loiterirg in eaſe, 
* That Greece obtain'd de deighecr palm of art, 
That ſoſt, yet ardent, Athens learn'd to pleale, 
« To keen the wit, and to ſublime the heart, 
* In all ſupreme! complete in every part! 
« [t was not thence majeſtic Rome aroſe, 
« And o'er the nations ſhook her conquering dart: 
« For Sluggard's brow the laurel never grows; 
% Renown is not the child of indolent Repoſe. 
* Had unambitious mortals minded nought 
* But in looſe joy their time to wear away, 
% Had they alone the lap of Dalliance ſought, 
% Pleas'd on her pillow their dull heads to lay, 
© Rude Nature's ſtate had been our ſtate to day 
« No cities e' er their towery fronts had rais'd, 
„No arts had made us opulent and gay; & 
„Wich brother-brutes the human race had graz'd; 
None e' er had ſoar d to fame, none honour'd been, 
Bb; [none prais'd» 
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LII. 
& Great Homer's ſong had never fir d the breaſt 
« To thirſt of glory and heroic deeds; {| 
« Sweet Maro's Muſe, ſunk in inglorious reſt, 
4 Had ſilent ſlept amid the Mincian reeds : 
« The wits of modern time had told their beads, 
« And monkiſh legends been their only ſtrains; 
© Our Milton's Eden had lain wrapt in weeds, 
Our Shakeſpeare ftroll'd and laugh'd with Warwick 
| « ſwains, | 
& Ne had my maſter Spenſer charm'd his Mulla's plains. 
| LIII. 
&«& Dumb, too, had been the ſage hiſtoric Muſe, 
c And periſh'd all the ſons of ancient fame; 
© Thoſe ſtarry lights of virtue, that diffuſe 
© Through the dark depth of time their vivid flame, 
«© Had all been loſt with ſuch as have no name. 
„Who then had ſcorn'd his eaſe for others good? 
* Who then had toil'd rapacious men to tame ? 
* Who in the public breach devoted ſtood, 
And for his country's cauſe been prodigal of blood? 


LIV. a 
« But ſhould to fame your hearts unfeeling be, 
4 If right I read, you pleaſure all require; 
£ Then hear how beſt may be obtain'd this fee, 
« How beſt enjoy d this Nature's wide deſire. 
« Toil, and be glad! let Induſtry inſpire 
Into your quicken'd limbs her buoyant breath | 
«© Who does not act is dead: abſorpt entire 
In miry ſloth, no pride, no joy he hath; 
4 O leaden-hearted Men, to be in love with death 


LV. 
« Ah! what avail the largeſt gifts of Heaven, 
„When drooping health and ſpirits go amiſs? 
«© How taſteleſs then whatever can be given? 
« Health is the vital-principle of bliſs, 
« And exerciſe of health, In proof of this, 
«© Behold the wretch who ſlugs his life away 
« Soon ſwallowed ia Diſeaſe's ſad abyſo, 


17 
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„While he whom Toil has brac'd, or manly play, 
« As light as air each limb, each thought as clear as 

e LVI. da > 
« O who can ſpeak the vigorous joys of health 1 4 
« Unclogg'd the body, unobicur'd the mind; 
« The morning riſes gay, with pleaſing ſtealth, 
« The temperate evening falls ſerene and kind. 
« In health the wiſer brutes true gladneſs find. 
« See! how the younglings friſk along the meads, 
« As May comes on, and wakes the balmy wind ; 
« Rampant with life, their joy all joy exceeds ; 
« Yet what but high-&rung health this dancing plea- 


LVII. ſaunce breeds? 
« But here, inſtead, is foſter d every ill, 
« Which or diſtemper'd minds or bodies know. 
« Come then, my kindred Spirits! do not ſpill 
« Your talents here. This place is but a ſhow, 
% Whoſe charms delude you to the den of Woe : 
« Come, follow me; I will direct you right, 
&« Where Pleaſure's roles, void of ſerpents, grow, 
„ Sincere as ſweet : come, follow this good Knight, 
« And you will bleis the day that brought him to 

« your ſight. 
LVIII. | 

« Some he will lead to courts, and ſome to camps, 
« To ſenates ſome, and public ſage debates, hs 
« Where, by the ſolemn gleam of midnight-lamps, 
« The world is pois'd, and manag'd mighty ſtates; 
« To high diſcovery ſome, that new creates 
« The face of earth; ſome to the thriving mart ; 
« Some to the rural reign and ſofter fates ; 
% To the ſweet Muſes ſome, who raiſe the heart : 
« All glory ſhall be yours, all Nature, and all Art. 


_* LIK. 
«© There are, I ſee, who liſten to my lay, | 
« Who wretched ſigh for virtue, but deſpair. 
« All may be done, (methinks I hear them ſay,) 
Een death deſpis'd, by generous actions fair; 
« All, but for thoſe who to theſe bowers repair, 
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% Their every power difſoly'd in luxury, 
« To quit of torpid ſluggiſſineſs the lair, 

% And from the powerful arms of, Sloth get free. 
« *Tis riſing from the N Sit cannot be! 
LX. 8 

« Would you then learn to diſſipate the band 

Of theſe huge threat*ning difficulties dire, 

« That in the weak man's way like lions ſtand, 

« His ſoul appall, and damp his rifing fire ? 

« Reſolve; reſolve, and to be men aſpire. - 

« Exert that nobleſt privilege, alone, 

« Here to mankind indulg'd ; controul defire ; 

« Let godlike Reaſon, from her ſovereign throne, 

4 Speak the commanding word—I Will !l—and it is 


LXI. done. 


Heavens! can you then tnus waſte, in ſhameful wile, 

% Your few important days of trial here? 

& Heirs of eternity! yborn to riſe 

* Through endleſs ſtates of being, ſtill more near 

% To blus approaching, and perfection clear, 

& Can you reaounce a fortune ſo ſublime? 

« Such gloricus hopes, your backward ſteps to ſteer, - 

6 And roll, with vileſt brutes, through mud and ſlime? 

« No! no !—your heaven-touch'd hearts diſdain the 
| LXII. I[tordid crime!“ 

& Enough! enough!“ they cry d.— Strait from the 

The better ſort on wings of tranſport fly; [crowd, 

As when amid the lifeleſs ſummits proud 

Of Alpine cliffs, where to the gelid (k 

Srows pil'd on ſnows in wintry torpor lie, 

The rays divine of vernal Phoebus play; 

Th' awaken'd heaps, in ſtreamlets from on high, 

Rous d into action, lively leap away, | 

Glad-warbling through the vaics, in their new being 

LXIII. [gay. 

Not leſs the life, the vivid joy ſerene, | 

That lighted up theſe new-created men, 

Than that which wings th' exulting ſpirit clean, 

When juſt deliver'd from his fleſhly den, 
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It ſoaring ſeeks its native ſkies agen; 

How light its eſſence] how unclogg'd its powers, 
Beyond the blazon of my mortal pen! 

F'en ſo we glad foriook theſe ſinful bowers, 

F'en ſuch enraptur'd life, ſuch energy was ours. 


LXIV. 
But far the greater part, with rage inflam'd, 
Dire-mutter'd curſes, and blafphem'd high Jove. 
« Ye ſons of Hate! (they bitterly exclaimd) 
« What brought you to this ſeat of peace and love? 
« While with kind Nature, here amid the grove, 
% We paſs'd the harmleſs fabbath of our time, 
4% What to diſturb it could, fell men, emove 


% Your barbarous hearts? Is 1 4145 a crime ? 
Then do the fiends of hell rule in yon” heaven ſub- 


lime. 
LXV. 


« YeimpiousWretches!” ( quoth the Knight in wrath,) 
4 Your happineſs behold ]!“ - Then ſtrait a wand 

He wav'd, an anti-magic power that hath, - 

Truth from illufive falſehood to command. 

Sudden the landſcape ſinks on every hand; 

The pure quick ſtreams are marſhy puddles found ; 
On baleful heaths the groves all blacken'd ſtand ; 

And o'er the weedy, ful, abhorred ground, * 
Snakes, adders, toads, each loathſome creature crawls 


around. 
- LXVI. 


And here and there, on trees by lightning ſcath'd, 

Unhappy wights, who loathed life, yhung, 

Or in freſh gore and recent murder bath'd, 

They weltering lay; or elſe, infuriate flung, 

Into the gloomy flood, while ravens ſung 

The funeral dirge, they down the torrent roll'd : 

Thele by diſtemper'd blood to madneſs ſtung, | 

Had doom'd themſelves ; whence oft', when night 
controul'd 


The world, returning hither their (ad ſpirits howl'd. 
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LXVII. 
Mean time a moving ſcene was open laid; 
That lazar-houſe I whilom in my lay | 
Depainted have, its horrors deep-diſplay d, 
And gave unnumber'd wretches to the day, 
Who toſſing there in ſqualid miſery lay. 
Soon as of ſacred light th* unwonted ſmile 
Pour'd on thele living catacombs its rays 
Through the drear caverns ſtretching many a mile, 
The ſick up-rais'd their heads, and droop'd their woes 
| LXVIII. Cawhile. 
« Heaven! (they cry'd;) and do we once more ee 
4 Yon' bleſſed ſun, and this green earth fo fair? 
« Are we from noiſome damps of pelt-houlſe free? 
« And drink our ſouls the ſweet ethereal air ? 
« © thou! or Knight or God | who holdeſt there 
« That fiend, oh! keep him'in eternal chains ! 
But what for us, the children of Deſpair, 
„ Brought to the brink of hell, what hope remains? 
« Repentance does itſelf but aggravate our pains.” 
LXIX. 
The gentle Knight, who ſaw their rueful caſe, 
Let fall adown his filver beard ſome tears. 
« Certes (quoth he) it is not e' en in Grace 
« T* undo rhe paſt, and eke your hroken years: 
%Nathleſs, to nobler worlds Repentance rears, 
% With humble hope, her eye; to her is given 
« A power the truly contrite heart that cheers; 
« She quells the brand by which the rocks are riven; 
„ She more than merely ſoftens, ſhe rejoices Heaven. 
LXX. | 
«© Then patient bear the ſufferings you have earn'd, 
« And by theſe ſufferings purity the mind; 
« Let wiſdom be by paſt miſconduct learn'd, 
Or pious die, with penitence refign'd ; 
« And to a lite more happy and retin'd, 
„Doubt not, you ſhall, new creatures, yet ariſe. 
« Till then, you may expect in me to find 
« One who will wipe your ſorrow from your eyes, 
„One who will looth your pangs, and wing you to 
[the ſkies,” 
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They ſilent heard, and pour d their thanks in tears. 
« For you,” (refum'd the Knight with ſterner tone,) 
& Whole hard dry hearts th' obdurate demon ſears, 
% That villain's gifts will coſt you many a groan ; 
© In doloruus manſion long you muſt bemoan 
& His fatal cnarms, and weep your ſtains away; 
& Till, ſott and pure as intant goodneſs grown, 
« You feel a perfect change; then who can ſay 


„What grace may yet ſhine forth in Heaven's eternal 


LXXII. [day?“ 

This ſaid, his pow erſul wand he wav'd anew: 

Inſtant, a glorious angel train deicends, 

The Charities, to wit, of roly hue, 

Sweet Love their looks a gentle radiance lends, 

And with ſeraphic flame compaſſion blends: 

At once, delighted, to their charge they fly; 

When, lo! a goodly hoſpital aicends, 

In which they bade each lenient aid be nigh, 

That could the ſick · bed {moothe of that 1ad company. 
LXXIII. 

It was a worthy edifying fight, 

And gives to human-kind peculiar grace, 

To fee kind hands attending day and night, 

With tender miniſtry, from place to place: 

Some prop the head; ſome, trom the pallid face 

Wipe off the faint cold dews weak Nature ſheds; 

Some reach the healing draught ; the whiiſt, to chaſe 

The fear ſupreme, around their ſoften'd beds 

Some holy man by prayer all opening heaven diſpreds. 
LXXIV 


Attended by a glad acclaiming train 

Of thoſe he reſcu'd had from gaping hell, 
Then turn'd the Knight, and to his hall again 
Soft-pacing, ſought of Peace the molly cell; 
Yet down his cheeks the gems of pity tell, 

To ſee the helpleſs wretches that remain'd, 
There left through delves and deferts dire to uu ; 
Amaz'd, their looks with pale diimay were ſtain'd, 


Aud ſpreading wide their hands they meek repentance 
" [feign'ds 
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„ah! their ſcorned day of grace was paſt ; 
For (horrible to tell!) a deſert wild 1 
Before them ſtretch*d, bare, comfortleſs, and vaſt, 
With gibbets, bones, and carcaſes, defil'd. 
There nor trim field nor lively culture ſmil'd ; 
Nor waving ſhade was ſeen, nor fountain fair ; 
But ſands abrupt on ſands lay looſely pil'd, Ceare, 
Through which they floundering toil'd with painful 
Whilſt hœbus ſmote them fore, and firꝰd the clondleſs 
| LXXVI. Lair. 
Then, varying to a joyleſs land of bogs, 
The ſadden'd country a grey waſte appear'd, 
Where nought but putrid ſtreams and noifome fogs 
For ever hung on drizely Aulter's beard; 
Or elle the ground by piercing Caurus ſear 'd, 
Was jagg'd with froſt, or heap'd with glazed ſnow ; 
Through theſe extremes a ceaſeleſs round they ſteer d, 
By cruel fiends ſtill hurry'd to and fro, 
Gaunt Beggary, and Scorn, with many hell-honnds 
LXXVII. moe. 
The firſt was with baſe dunghill ra _—_— 
Tainting the gale, in which they flutter'd light; 
Of morbid hue his features, ſunk, and ſadz ' 
His hollow-eyne ſhook forth a ſickly light; 
And o'er his lank jaw-bone, in piteous plight, 
His black rough beard was matted rank and vile; 
Direful to ſee! an heart appalling fight! 
Mean time foul ſcurf and blotches him defile, 
And dogs, where'er he went, ſtill barked all the while, 
LXXVIII. 
The other was a fell deſpightful fiend ; 
Hell holds none worſe in baleful bowes below ; 
By pride, and wit, and rage, and rancour, keen'd ; 
Of man alike, if good or bad, the foe : 
With noſe up-turn'd, he always made a ſhow 
As if he ſmelt ſome nauſeous ſcent ; his eye 
Was cold, and keen, like blaſt from boreal ſnow, 
And taunts he caſten forth moſt bitterly; 
Such were the twain that off drove this ungodly try. 
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E'en ſo through Brentford town, a town of mud, 

hv herd of briſly ſwine is prick'd along; 
* 'The filthy beaſts, that never chew the cud, - 

Still grunt, and ſqueak, and fing their troublous ſong, 
And oft they plunge themſelves the mire among; 
But ay the ruthleſs driver goads them on, 

re, And ay of bark ing dogs the bitter throng 


ful Makes them renew their unmeladious moan z 
eſs Ne ever find they reſt from their unreſting fone, 
ir, | 


ile, 
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Inſcribed to the 
RIGHT HONOURABLE 


SIR ROBERT WALPOLE. 


HALL the great ſoul of Newton quit this earth 
To mingle with his ſtars, and every Mule, 

Aſtoniſh'd into filence, ſhun the weight 
Of honours due to his illuſtrious name? 
But what can man? — E' en now the ſons of Light, 5 
n ſtrains high warbled to ſeraphic Iyre, 
Hail his arrival on the coaſt of bliſs, |, 
Yet am not I deterr'd, tho' high the theme, 
And ſung to harps of angels; for with you, 
Ethereal Flames! ambitious, I aſpire _ 10 
In Nature's general ſymphony to join. 

And what new wonders can ye ſhow your gueſt? 
Who, while on this dim ſpot, where mortals toil, 
Clonded in duſt, from Motion's ſimple laws 
Could trace the ſecret hand of Providence, 15 
Wide-working thro' this univerſal frame. 

Have ye not liſten'd while he bound the Suns 
And Planets to their ſpheres! th* unequal taſk 
Of humankind till then. Oft had they roll'd 
O'er erring man the year, and oft* diſgrac'd 20 
The pride of ichools, before their courle was known 
Full in its cauſes and effects to him, 

All-piercing ſage! who ſat not down, and dream'd 
Romantic ſchemes, defended by the din 

Of ſpecious words and tyranny of names, 25 
But, bidding his amazing Mind attend, 

And with heroic Patience years on years 
Deep-ſearching, ſaw at lf the Syſtem dawn, 

And ſhine, of all his race, on him alone. 

What were his raptures then! how pure! how ſtrong! 
And what the triumphs of old Greece and Rome, 31 
By his diminiſh'd, but the pride of boys 
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In ſome tmall fray victorious !] when, inſtead ; 
Of ſhatter'd parcels of this earth uſurp'd | 
By violence unmauly, and fore deeds 35 
Of cruelty and blood, Nature herſelf 
Stood all ſubdu* by him, and open laid 
Her every latent glory to his view. 

All intellectual eye! our folar round 
Firſt gazing thro', be, by the blendid power 40 
Of Gravitation and Projection, las 5 
The whole in ſilent harmony revolve ; 
From unaſſiſted viſion hid, the Moons, 


To cheer remoter planets numerous form'd, 


By him in all their mingled tracts were ſeen. 45 
He alſo fix d our wandering Queen of Night, 
Whether ſhe wanes into a icanty orb, | 
Or, waxing broad, with her pale ſhadowy light, 
In a loft deluge overflows the iky. 
Her every motion clear- diſcerning, he 30 
Adjuſted to the mutual main, and taught | 
Why now the mighty maſs of water ſwells 
Reſiſtleſs, heaving;on the broken rocks, 163 U 
And the full river warning, till again 9 10 
The tide revertive, unattracted, leaves 33 
A yellow waſte of idle ſands behind. 5 
Then breaking hence, he took his ardent flight 
Thro' the blue infinite,” and every ſtar 
Which the clear concave of a winter's night 
Pours on the eye or aſtronomic tube, 60 
Far. ſtretching, ſnatches from the dark l 
Or ſuch as farther in ſucceſſive ſkies 
To Fancy thine alone, at his approach 
Blaz'd into ſuns, the living centre each 
Of an harinonious tyſtem ; all combin'd, 65 
And rul'd unerring, by that ſingle power 4 
Which draws the ſtone projected to the ground. 
O unprotuſe Magnificence divine! 
O Wiſdom truly perfect! thus to call 
From a few caules ſuch a icheme of things, 70 
Effects ſo various, beautiful, and great, 
An univerſe complete! and, O beloy'd 
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Of Heaven! whoſe well-purg'd penetrative eye 
The myſtic veil tranſpiercing, inly ſcann'd 
The ilng, moving, — frame. 75 
He, firſt of men, with awful wing purſu'd' 
The Comet thro' the long elliptic curve, 
As,round innumerous worlds he wound his way, 
Till to the forchead of our evening ſky 
Return'd, the blazing wonder glares anew, 80 
And o'er the trembling nations ſhakes diſmay. 
The heavens are all his own, from the wild rule 
Of whirling vortices and circling ſpheres 
To their firſt great ſimplicity rettor'd. 
The Schools attonifh'd Rood, but found it vain 35 
To combat ill with demonttration ſtrong, 
And, unawakened, dream beneath the blaze 
Of Truth. At once their pleaſing viſions fled, 
With the gay ſhadows of the morning mix'd, 
When Newton roſe, our philoſophic tun. 90 
Th' atriel flow of Sound was known to him, 
From whence it firſt in wavy circles breaks, 
Till the touch'd organ takes the meſſage in. 
Nor could the darting beam of Speed immenſe 
Eſcape his ſwift purſuit and meaſuring eye. 95 
E'en Light itſelf, which every thing diſplays, 
Shone undiſcover d, till his brighter mind 
Untwiſted all the ſhining robe of day: 
And, from the whitening undiftinguiſh'd blaze 
ColleCting every ray into his kind, 100 
To the charm'l eye educ'd the gorgeous train 
Of parent-colours. Firſt the flaming Red 
Sprung vivid forth; the tawny Orange next; 
And next delicious Yellow ; by whole fide 
Fell the kind beams of all-refreſhing Green : 105 
Then the pure blue, that ſwells autumnal ſkies, 
Ethereal play d; and then, of ſadder hue, 
Emerg d the deepen'd Indico, as when 
The heavy-ſkirted evening droops with froſt; 
While the laſt gleamings of refracted light 110 
Dy'd in the fainting Violet away. 13 
Theſe, when ha lends diſtil the roſy ſhower 
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Shine out diſi inct adown the watry bow, 
While o'er our heads the dewy vihon bends 
Delightful, melting on the fields beneath. 115 
Myriads of mingling dyes trom thete relult, 
And myriads till remain; infinite ſource 
Of beauty, ever-fluſhing, ever-new ! 
Did ever poet image aught ſo fair, 
Dreaming in whiſpering groves by the hoarſe hrook ! 
Or prophet, to whole rapture Heaven deicends! 121 
Een now the ſetting ſun and ſhitting clouds, 
Seen, Greenwich, trom thy lovely heights, declare 
Hcw juſt, how beauteous the refractive law. 
The noiſeleſs tide of time, all bearing down 125 
To vaſt etervity's unbounded ſca, 
Where the green iſlands of the happy ſhine, 
He ſtemm'd alone, and to the ſource (involy'd 
Deep in primeval gloom) aſcending, rais'd 
His lights at equal diſtances, to guide 139 
Hiſtoria, wilder'd on his darkſome way. | 
But who can number up his labours? who 
His high diſcoveries ſing ? when but a few 
Of tlie deep-ſtudying race can ſtretch their minds 
To what he knew? In Fancy's lighter thought, 135 
How ſhall the Muſe then graſp the mighty theme? 
What wonder, thence, that his devotion twell'd 
Reſponſive to his knowledge! For could he, 
Whoſe piercing mental eye diffuſive ſaw 5 
The finiſh'd univerſity ot things 140 
In all its order, magnitude, parts, 
Forbear inceſſant to adore that Power 
Who fills, fuſtains, and actuates the whole? 
Say, ye who beſt can tell, ye happy few! 
Who ſaw him in the ſofteſt lights of life, 145 
All unwithheld, indulging to his friends 
Tlie vaſt unborrow'd treaſures of his mind, 
Oh, ſpeak the wondrous Man! how mild, how calm, 
How greatly humble, how divinely good ; . 
How firm eſtabliſh'd on eternal truth; 150 
Fervent in doing well, with every nerve 
Still preſſing on, W ot the paſt, 
1 3 
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A panting for perfection; far above 
Thoſe little cares and vifionary joys 
That ſo perplex the fond impaſſion'd heart 153 
Of ever-cheated, ever - truſting man. 4 

And you, ye hopeleſs, gloomy- minded Tribe 
Vou who, unconſcious of thoſe nobler flights 
That reach impatient at immortal life, 
Againſt the prime endearing privilege 160 
Of being dare contend, ſay, can a foul 
Of ſuch extenſive, deep, tremendous powers, 
Enlarging ſtill, be but a finer breath | 
Of ſpirits dancing thro" their tubes a while, 
And then for ever loſt in vacant air? 165 
But hark! methinks I hear a warning voice, 
Solemn as when ſome awful change is come, [full ; 
Sound thro' the world“ *Tis done—- The meaſure's 
« And I reſign my charge. — Ve mouldering Stones! 
That build the towering pyramid, the proud 170 
Triumphal arch, the monument effac'd | 
By ruthleſs ruin, and whate'er ſupports 
The worſhipp'd name of hoar Antiquity, 
Down to the duſt! what grandeur can ye boaſt, 
While Newton lifts his column to the tkies, 175 

ond the waſte of time ? Let no weak drop | 

Be ſhed for him. The virgin in her bloom 
Cut off, the joyous youth, and darling child, 
Theſe are the tombs that claim the tender tear 
And elegiac ſong: but Newton calls 180 
For other notes of gratulation high, 
That now he wanders thro' thoſe endleſs worlds 
He here fo well deſcried, and wondering talks, 
And hymns their Author with his glad compeers, 

O Britain's boaſt! whether with angels thou 185 
Sitteſt in dread diſcourſe, or fellow-bleſt, 
Who joy to ſee the honour of their kind ; 
Or whether, mounted on cherubic wing, 
Thy ſwift career is with the whirling orbs, 
Comparing things with things, in rapture loſt, 190 
And grateful adoration, for that light 
So plenteous ray'd into thy mind below, 
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From Light himſelfz Oh! look with pity down 
On humankind, a frail, erroneous race 
[ Exalt the ſpirit of a downward world! 195 
O'er thy dejected Country chief e, 
And be her Genius call'd! her ſtudies raiſe, 
Correct her manners, and inſpire her youth: 
For, tho* deprav'd and ſunk, ſhe brought thee forth, 
ö And glories in thy name: ſhe points thee out 200 
To all her ſons, and bids them eye thy ſtar; 
While in expectance of the ſecond life, 
When time ſhall be no more, thy ſacred duſt 
Sleeps with her kings, and dignifies the ſcene. 


A POEM 
10 


THE MEMORY 


oF I. 
The Right Honourab'e 


THE LORD TALBOT, 


LATE CHANCELLOR OF GREAT BRITAIN. 
ADDRESSED TO HIS SON. 


WW HILE, with the public, you, my Lord, lament 
A friend and father loft, permit the Muſe, © 
The Muſe aſſign'd of old a double theme, 
To praiſe dead worth and humble living pride, 5 
Whoſe generous taſk begins where int'reſt ends: 
Permit her on a Talbot's tomb to lay 
This cordial verſe ſincere, by Truth inſpir'd, 
Which means not to beltow, but borrow {ame. 
Yes, the may ſing his matchleſs virtues now— 
Unhappy that ſhe may.—But where begin! 19 
How from the diamond. ſingle out each ray, 
Where all, tho" trembling with ten thouſand hues, 
E:tuſe one dazzling undivided light? 
Let the low-minded of theſe narrow days 
No more preſume to deem the lofty tale 1 5 
Of ancient times, in pity to their own, 
Romance, In Talbot we united ſaw 
The piercing eye, the quick-enlighten'd ſoul, 
The graceful eaſe, the Fer tongue of Greece, 
Join'd to the virtues and the force of Rome. 20 
Eternal Wiſdom, that all-quick*ning ſun, 
Whence every life, in juſt proportion, draws 
Dire&ing light, and actuating flame, | 
Ne'er with a larger portion of its beams 
Awaken'd mortal clay. Hence ſteady, calm, 25 
Diffuſive, deep, and clear, his reaſon ſaw, 
W.th inſtantaneous view, the truth of things ; 
Chief what to human life and human bliſs 
Pertains, that nobleſt ſcience, fit for man; 


And hence, reſponhve to his knowledge, glow'd 30 


30 
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His ardent virtue. Ignorance and vice | 
In conſort foul agree, each heightening each, 

While virtue-draws from knowl brighter fire. 
What grand, what comely, or t tender ſenſe, 
What talent, or what virtue, was not his? 35 

What that can render man or great or good, 
Give uſeful worth or amiable grace? 
Nor could he brook in ſtudious ſhade to lie, 
In ſoft retirement, indolently pleas'd 
With ſelfiſh peace. The Syren of the wiſe, 40 
(Who ſteals th' Aonian ſong, and in the'ſha 
Of Virtue wooes them from a worthleſs world,) 
Tho' deep he felt her charms, could never melt 
His ſtrenuous ſpirit, recollected, calm 
As filent Night, yet active as the day. 45 
The more the hold, the buſtling, and the bad, 
Preſs to uſurp the reins of power, the more 
Behoves it Virtue, with indignant zeal, 
To check their combination. Shall low views 
Of ſneaking int*re(t or luxurious vice, 50 
The villain's paſſions, quicken more to toil, 
And dart a livelier vigour thro' the foul, 
Than thoſe that, mingled with our trueſt good, 
With preſent honour, and immortal fame, 
Involve the good of all? An empty form 55 
Is the weak virtue that amid the ſhade | 
Lamenting lies, with future ſchemes amus'd, 
While Wickedneſs and Folly, kindred powers, 
Confound the world. A Talbot's, different tar, 
Sprung ardent into action, that diſdain'd 60 
o loſe in death- like ſloth one pulſe of life 
That might be ſav'd; diſdain'd, for coward Eaſe 
And her 5 pleaſures, to reſign 
The prize of glory, the keen ſweets of toil, | 
And thoſe high joys that teach the truly great 6g 
To live for others, and for others die. 
Early, behald! he breaks henign on life. 
Not breathing more beneficence, the Spring 
Leads in her ſwelling train the gentle Airs; 
While gay, behind her, ſmiles the kindling waſte 70 
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Ot ruffian ſtorms and winter's lawleſs rage. 
In him Aſtræa, to this dim abode 
Of ever-wandering men, return'd again; 
To bleſs them his delight; to bring them back, 
From thorny error, from unjoyous wrong, 75 
Into the paths of kind primeval faith, 
Of happineſs and juſtice. All his parts, 
His virtues all, collected, ſought the good 
Of humankind. For that he, fervent, felt 
The throb of patriots when they model ftates; 80 
Anxious for that, nor neediul ſleep cc uld hold 
His ſtill awaken'd foul; nor friends had charms - 
To fleal, with pleaſing guile, one uſetul hour; 
Toil knew no langour, no attract ion joy. 
Thus with unwearied ſteps, by Virtue led, 85 
He gain'd the ſummit of that ſacred hill - 
Where, rais'd above black Envy's'dark*ning clouds, 
Her ſpotleſs temple lifts its radiant front. 
Be nam'd, victorious Ravagers! no more; | 
Vaniſh, ye human Comets! ſhrink your blaze, 90 
Ye that your glory to your terrors owe, 
As o'er the gazing deſolated earth , 
You ſcatter famine, peſtilence, and war! 
Vaniſh before this vernal ſun of Fame! 
Effulgent ſweetneſs! beaming life and joy. 95 
How the heart liften'd while he pleading ſpoke! 
While on th' enlighten'd mind, with winning art, 
His gentle reaſon ſo perſuaſive ſtole, 
That the charm'd hearer thought it was his own. 
Ah! when, ye Studious of the laws! again 1c0 
Shall ſuch enchanting leſſons bleſs your ear? 
When (hall again the darkeſt truths, perplext, 
Be ſet in ample day? when ſhall the harſh | 
And arduous open into ſmiling eaſe ? 
The ſolid mix with elegant delight? 105 
His was the talent with the pureſt light 
At once to pour conviction on the ſoul, 
And warm with lawtul flame th' impaſſion'd heart. 
That dangerous gift with him was ſafely lodg'd 
By Heaven. He, ſacred to his country's cauſe, 110 
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He all that nobleſt eloquence effus'd, | 115 
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To trampled Want and Worth, to tutfering Right, 
To the lone Widow's and her Orphan's woes, 
Reterv'd the mighty charm. With equal brow, 
Deſpiſing then the ſmiles or frowns of Power, 


Which generous paſſion, taught by reaſon, breathes: 
Then ſpoke the man, and over barren Art 
Prevail'd abundant Nature. Freedom then 

His client was, Humanity and Truth. 

Plac'd on the ſeat of juſtice, there he reign'd 

In a ſuperior ſphere of cloudleſs day, 

A pure intelligence. No tumult there, 

No dark emotion, no intemp'rate heat, 

No paſſion e'er diſturb'd the clear ſerene 
That round him ſpread. A zeal for right alone, 
The love of juſtice, like the ſteady fun, - 
Its equal ardour lent ; and ſometimes rais'd 
Againſt the ſons of Violence, of Pride, 
And bold Deceit, his indignation gleam'd, 
Yet ſtill by ſober dignity reſtrain'd. | 

As intuition quick, he inatch'd the truth, 
Yet with progreſſive patience, ſtep by ſtep, 
Self- diffident, or to the flower kind, 

He thro” the maze of fallehood trac'd it on, 
Till, at the laſt, evolv'd, it full appear'd, 
And e*en the Joſer own'd the jult decree. 

But when, in ſenates, he, to freedom firm, 
Enlighten'd freedom, plann'd falubrious laws, 
His various learning, his wide knowledge, then, 
His inſight deep into Britannia's weal, 
Spontaneous ſeem d from ſimple ſenſe to flow, 
And the plain patriot ſmooth'd the brow of law. 
No ſpecious ſwell, no frothy pomp of words, 
Fell on the cheated ear: no ſtudy d maze 
Of declamation, to perplex the right, 

He darkening threw around: ſaſe in itſelf, 

In its own force, all powerful Reaſon ſpoke ; 
While on the great, the ruling point, at once 
He ſtream'd decifive day, and ſhow'd it vain 
To lengthen farther cut the clear debate. 
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ion breathes conviction ; to the heart, 


Pour'd ardent forth in eloquence unbid, 
The heart attends z for let the venal-try 
Their every hard ning ſtupifying art, | 
Truth mutt prevail, zeal will enkindle zeal z 155 
And Nature, ſkilful touch'd, is honeſt ſtill. 
Behold him in the councils of his prince, 
What faithful light he lends! How rare, in courts, 
Such wiſdom ! fuch abilities! and, join'd 
To virtue ſo determin'd, public zeal, 160 
And honour of ſuch adamantine proof, 
As een Corruption, hopeleſs, and o'er aw'd, 
Durſt not have tempted! Yet of manners mild, 
And winning every heart, he knew to pleaſe, 
Nobly to pleaſe ; while equally he ſcorn'd 165 
Or adulation to receive or give. AP 
Happy the ſtate where wakes a ruling eye 
Of ſuch inſpection keen, and general care! 
Beneath a guard fo vigilant, ſo pure, 
Toil may reſign his careleſs head to reſt, 170 
And ever-jealous Freedom fleep in peace. 
Ah! loſt untimely ! loſt in downward days! 
And many a patriot counſel with him loſt! _ 
Counſels that 7 haue humbled Britain's foe, 
Her native foe, from eldeſt time by Fate 175 
Appointed, as did once a Talbot's arms. 
Let Learning, Arts, let univerſal Worth, 
Lament a patron loſt, a friend and judge. 
Unlike the ſons of Vanity, that, veil'd 
Beneath the patron's proſtituted name, 180 
Dare ſacrifice a worthy man to pride, 
And fluſh confuſion o'er an honeſt cheek. 
When he conferr'd a grace, it ſeem'd a debt 
Which he to merit, to the public, paid, 
And to the great all - bounteous Source of good. 185 
His — heart itſelf receiv'd f 
The generous obligation he beſtow'd. 
This, this, indeed, is patronizing worth. 
Their kind protector him the Muſes own, 
But ſcorn with noble pride the boaſted aid 190 
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TO THE MEM. OF THE t. TALBOT, 301 

Of taſteleſs Vanity's inſulting hand. 
The gracious ſtream that cheers the letter d world, 
Is not the noily gift of ſummer's noon, 
Whoſe ſudden current from the naked root 
Waſhes the little ſoil which yet remain'd, 195 
And only more dejects the bluſhing flowers: 
No, tis the ſoft-deſcending dews at eve, 
The filent treaſures of the vernal year, 
Indulging deep their ftores the All night long, 
Till, with returning morn, the freſhen'd wor 2c0 
Is fragrance all, ar Armand joy, and ſong. 

Still let me view him in the pleaſing light 
Of private life, where pomp forgets to glare, 
And where the plain unguarded ſoul is ſeen. 
There, with that trueſt greatneſs he appear d, 205 
Which thinks not of appearing ; kindly veil'd 
In the ſoft graces of the friendly ſcene, 
Inſpiring ſocial confidence and eaſe: 
As free the converſe of the wiſe and good, 
As joyous, diſentangling every power, 210 
And breathing mix'd improvement with delight, 
As when amid the various bloſſom'd ſpring, 
Or gentle-beaming autumn's penſive ſhade, 
The philoſophic mind with Nature talks. 
Say ye, his Sons! his dear Remains! with whom 215 
The father laid ſuperfinous ſtate aſide, 
Yet rais'd your filial duty thence the more, 
With friendſhip rais'd it, with efteem, with love, 
Beyond the ties of blood, oh ! ſpeak the joy, 
The pure ſerene, the cheerful wiſdom mild, 220 
The virtuous ſpirit, which his vacant hours, 
In ſemblance of amuſement, throꝰ the breaſt 
Infus'd. And thou, O Rundle!“ lend thy ſtrain, 
Thou darling friend! thou brother of his ſoul ! 
In whom the head and heart their ſtores unite; 2258 
Whatever Fancy paints, Invention pours, 
Judgment digeſts, the well-tun'd boſom feels, 
Huth natural, moral, or divine, has taught, 
The Virtues diftate, or the Mules ſing. 
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Lend me the plaint which to the lonely main, 230 
With Memory converſing, you will pour, 
As on the pebbled ſhore you, penſive, ſtray, 
Where Derry's mountains a bleak creſcent form, 
And mid their ample round receive the waves, 
That, from the frozen Pole reſounding, ruſh 235 
Impetuous. Tho' from native ſunſhine driven, 
Driven from your friends, the ſunſhine of the ſoul, 
By ſlanderous Zeal, and politics infirm, 
Jealous of worth, yet will you bleſs your lot, 
Yet will you triumph in your glorious fate, 240 
Whence Talbot's Gienddbip glows to future times, 
Intrepid, warm: of kindred tempers born ; 
Nurs'd, by experience, into flow eſteem, 
Calm confidence unbounded, love not blind, 
And the ſweet light from mingled minds diſclos'd, 
From mingled chymic oils as burſts the fire. 245 
I, too, remember well that cheerful bowl 
Which round his table flow'd. The ſerious there 
Mix'd with the ſportive, with the learn'd the plain; 
Mirth ſoften'd wiſdom, candour temper'd mirth, 250 
And wit its honey lent, without the ſting, 
Not {imple Nature's unaffected ſons, . 
The blameleſs Indians, round their foreſt-cheer, 
In ſunny lawn or ſhady covert ſet, 
Hold more unſpotted converſe ; nor, of old, 255 
Rome's awful conſuls, her Dictator- ſwains, 
As on the product of their Sabine farms 
They far'd, with ſtricter virtue fed the ſoul ; 
Nor yet in Athens, at an Attic meal, 
Where Socrates preſided, fairer truth, 260 
More elegant humanity, more grace, 
Wit more refin'd, or deeper ſcience, reign'd. 
But, tar beyond the little vulgar bounds 
Of family, or friends, or native land, 
By juſt degrees, and with proportion'd flame, 265 
Extended his benevolence; a triend 
To humankind, to parent Nature's works, 
Of free acceſs, and of engaging grace, 
Such as a brother to a brother owes, 
4 2 
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TO THE MEM, OF TAE L. TALBOT, 303 

He- kept an open judging ear for all, 270 
And ſpread an open countenance, where ſmil'd 
The fair effulgence of an open heart; 
While on the rich, the poor, the high, the low, 
With equal ray, his ready goodneſs ſhone; 
For nothing human foreign was to him. 275 

Thus to a dread inheritance, my Lord, 
And hard to be ſupported, you ſucceed ; 
But, kept by virtue, as by virtue gain'd, 
It will, thro' lateſt time, enrich your race, 
When groſſer wealth ſhall moulder into duſt, 280 
And with their authors in oblivion ſunk 
Vain titles lie, the ſervile badges oft' 
Of mean ſubmiſſion, not the meed of worth. 
True genuine honour its large patent holds 
Ot all mankind, thro' every land and age, 285 
Of univerſal Reaſon's various ſons, 
And e'en'of God himſelf, ſole perfect Judge 
Yet know theſe nobleſt honours of the mind 
On rigid terms deſcend : the high-plac'd heir, | 
Scann'd by the public eye, that, with keen gaze, 290 
Malignant ſeeks out faults, cannot thro' life, 
Amid the nameleſs inſets of a court, 
Unheeded ſteal; but, with his fire compar'd, 
He muſt be glorious, or he muſt be ſcorn d. 
This truth to you, who merit well to bear 295 
A name to Britons dear, th' ofticious Mule 
May fately ting, and ſing without reſerve. 

Vain were the plaint, and ignorant the tear, 
That ſhould a Talbot mourn. Ourſelves, indeed, 
Our country robb'd of her delight and ſtrength, 300 
We may lament : yet let us, grateful, joy 
That we ſuch virtues knew, tuch virtues felt, 
And fecl them till, teaching our views to riſe 
Tbroꝰ ever-bright'ning ſcenes of future worlds. 
Be dumb, ye worſt of Zealots! ye that, prone 305 
To thoughtleſs duſt, renounce that generous hope, 
Whence every joy below its ſpirit draws, 
And every pain its balm. A Talbot's light, 
A Talbot's virtues, claim another ſource 
Dd 3 
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han the blind maze of undeſigning blood; 310 

Nor when that vital fountain — more, 

Can they be quench'd amid the gelid ſtream. 
Methinks I ſre his mounting ſpirit, freed ' 

From tangling earth, regain the realms of day, 

Its native country, whence, to bleſs mankind, 3135 

Eternal Goodneſs on this darkſome ſpot 

Had ray'd it down a while. Behold! approv'd 

By the tremendous Judge of heaven and earth, 

And to th' Almighty Father's preſence join'd, 

He takes his rank, in glory, and in bliſs, 320 

Amid the human worthies. Glad around 

| Crowd his compatriot ſhades, and point him out, 

With joyful pride, Britannia's blameleſs boaſt. 

Ah! who is he that with a fonder eye 

Meets thine enraptur d Tis the beſt of ſons! 325 

The beſt of friends Too ſoon is realiz'd 

That hope which once forbade thy tears to flow! 

Mean while the kindred ſouls of every land, 

(Howe'er divided in the fretful days 

Of prejudice and error,) mingled now, 310 

In one ſelected never · jarring ſtate, , 

Where God himſelf their only monarch reigns, 

Partake the joy; yet, ſuch the ſenſe that iti 

Remains of earthly woes, for us below, 

And for our loſs, they drop a pitying tear. 335 

But ceaſe, preſumptuous Mule! nor vainly ftrive 

To quit this cloudy ſphere that binds thee down; 

Tis not for mortal hand to trace theſe ſcenes, 

Scenes that our groſs ideas grovelling caſt 

Behind, and ſtrike our boldeft language dumb. 340 
Forgive, immortal Shade! if aught from earth, 

From duſt low-warbled, to thoſe groves can rite, 

Where flows celettial harmony, forgive 

This fond ſuperfluous verſe. With deep-felt voice, 

On every heart impreſs d, thy deeds themſelves 343 

Atteſt thy praiſe. Thy praiſe the widows' ſighs 

And orphans” tears embalm. The good, the bad, 

The ſors of Juſtice, and the ſons of Strife, 

All who or freedom or who intereſt prize, 
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A deep-divided nation's parties all 350 
Conſpire to ſwell thy ſpotleſs praiſe to heaven. 
Glad heaven receives it, and ſcraphic lyres 8 


With ſongs of triumph thy arrival hail. 

How vain this tribute, then! this lowly lay! 

Yet nought is vain which gratitude inſpires. 355 
| The Mule, beſides, her duty thus approves 

To virtue, to her country, to mankind, 

To ruling Nature, that, in glorious charge, 

As to her prieſteſs, gives it her, to hymn 
Whatever good and excellent ſhe forms. 360 
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POEMS ON SEVERAL, OCCASIONS. 


VERSES 
Occafioned by the 
DEATH OF MR. AIEMAN, 
A particular Friend of the Author's. 


AS thoſe we love decay, we die in part, 

String after ſtring is ſever'd from the heart, 
Till looſen'd life, at laſt, but breathing clay, 
Without one pang is glad to fall away. 

Unhappy he who lateſt feels the blow, 

Whole eyes have wept o'er every triend Jaid low, 
Dragg'd ling'ring on from partial death to death, 
Till, dying, all he can reſign is breath. 


TO THE REV. MR. MURDOCH, 


RECTOR OF $TRADDISHALL IN SUFFOLK, 1738. 


"P 5vs fafely low, my Friend! thou can'it not fall: 


Here reigns a deep tranquillity ofer all; 
No noile, no care, no vanity, no ftrite ; 2 
Men, woods, and fields, all breathe untroubled life. 
Then keep each paſſion down, however dear; 
Truſt me, the tender are the moſt fevere. 
Guard, while *tis thine, thy philoſophic eaſe, 
And alk no joy but that of virtuous pcace; 
That bids defiance to the ſtorms ot fate; 
High bliſs is only for a higher ſtate. 


EPITAPH ON MISS STANLEY, 


HERE, Stanley! reſt, eſcap'd this mortal ſtrife, 
Above the joys, beyond the woes, of life. 

Fierce pangs no more thy lively beauties ſtain, 

And ſternly try thee with a year of pain 

No more ſweet patience, feigning oft” relief, 

Lights thy ſick eye, to cheat a parent's grief; 

With tender art, to ſave her anxious groan, 

No more thy boſom preſſes down its own 3 
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Now well-carn'd peace is thine, and bliſs fincere ; 
Ours be the Jenient, not unpleaſing tear | 

O! born to bloom, then fink beneath the ſtorm, 
To ſhow us Virtue in her faireſt form 
To ſhow us artleſs Reaſon's moral reign, 
What boaſtful Science arrogates in vain; 
Th' obedient paſſions knowing each their part, 
Calm light the head, and harmony the heart | 

Yes, we mult follow ſoon, will glad obey, 
When a few ſuns have roll'd their cares away, 
Tir'd with vain life, will cloſe the willing eye; 
"Tis the great birthright of mankind to die, 
Bleſt be the bark that wafts us to the ſhore 
Where death-divided friends ſhall part no more ! 
To join thee here, here with thy duſt repole, 
Is all the hope thy hapleſs mother knows, 


A PARAPHRASE 
| ON THE 
Latter Part of the Sixth Chapter of Saint Matthew, 


WIEN my breaſt labours with oppreſſive care, 
And o'er my cheek deſcends the falling tear, 
While all my warring paſſions are at ſtrife, 
O] let me litten to the words of Life 
Raptures daep - felt his doctrime did impart, 
And thus he rais'd from earth the drooping heart. 
Think not, when all your ſcanty ſtores afford 
Is ſpread at once upon 1 board; 
Think not, when -worn the homely robe appears, 
While on the roof the howling tempeſt bears, 
What farther ſhall this tecble life ſuſtain, 
And what ſhall clothe theſe ſhiv'ring limbs again. 
Say, does not lite its nouriſhment exceed? 
And the fair body its inveſting weed ? 
Behold! and look away your low deſpair— 
See the light tenants of the barren air; 
To them nor ſtores nor granaries belong, 


Nought but the woodland and the plealing ſong ; 
1 | 
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et oy kind heavenly Father bends his eye 
On the leaſt wing that flits along the (ky. | 
To him they fing when Spring renews the plain, 
To him they cry in Winter's pinching reign, 
Nor is their muſic nor their you in vain; 
He hears the gay and the diſtreſsful call, 
And with unſparing bounty fills them all. 
Obſerve the riſing lily's ſnowy grace, 
Obſerve the various vegetable race; 
They neither toil nor ſpin, but careleſs grow, | 
Yet ſee how warm they bluſh! how bright they glow! 
What regal veſtments can with them compare! | 
What king fo ſhining ! or what queen ſo tair! 
It, ceaſeleſs, thus the fowls off heaven he feeds, 
If o'er the fields ſuch lucid robes he ſpreads, 
Will he not care for you, ye Faithleſs! ſay, 
Is he unwiſe ? or, are ye leſs than they ? 
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ODE. 


” Fe 
LL me, thou Soul of her I love! 
Ah! tell me, whither art thou fled, 
| To what delightful world above, 
1 Appointed for the happy _—_ ? 


Or doſt thou, free, at pleaſure, roam, 
And ſometimes ſhare thy lover's woe, 
Where, void of thee, his cheerleſs home 
Can now, alas! no ae 51 oak 
Oh, if thou hover'ſ round my walk, 
While under mw well-known tree 
I to thy fancy'd ſhadow talk, 
And every tear is full of __ 

V 


Should then the weary eye of Grief, 
Beſide ſome ſympathetic ſtream, > 
In lumber find a ſhort relief, 0 
Oh!] viſit thou my ſoothirig dream. 


| ODE. 


NIGHTINGALE ! beſt poet of the grove, 
That plaintive ſtrain can ne'er belong to thee, 
Bleſt in the full poſſeſſion of thy love: 
O lend that ſtrain, ſweet Nightingale! to me. 
'Tis mine, alas! to mourn my wretched fate: 
I love a maid who all my boſom charms, 
Yet loſe my days without this lovely mate; 
Inhuman Fortune keeps her from my arms. 
You, happy Birds! by Nature's ſimple laws 
Lead you loft lives, ſuſtain'd by Nature's fare; 
You dwell wherever roving Fancy draws, 
And love and ſong is all your pleaſing care: 


10 ob zs. 

ut we, vain ſlaves of intereſt and of pride, 
Dare not be bleſt, leſt envious tongues ſhould blame; 
And hence, in vain, I languiſh for my bride: 
O mourn with me, ſweet Bird! my hapleſs flame. 


ODE 
TO SERAPHINA, 
HE wanton's charms, however bright, 
Are like the falſe illuſive light 

Whoſe flattering unauſpicious blaze 
To precipices oft* betrays | 
But that ſweet ray your beauties dart, 
Which clears the mind and cleans the heart, 
Is like the ſacred Queen of Night, 
Who pours a lovely gentle light | 4 
Wide o'er the dark, by wanderers bleſt, g 
Conducting them to peace and reſt. 

A vicious love depiaves the mind; } 
"Tis anguiſh, guilt, and folly join d; 7 
But Seraphina's eyes diſpenſe 1 
A mild and gracious influence 7 
Such as in viſions angels ſhed 
Around the beav n- amin d head. 
To love thee, Seraphina ! ſure, 

Ts to be tender, happy, pure; | 
Tis from low paſſions to eſcape, 

And woo bright Virtue's faireſt ſhape ; F 
*Tis ecſtaſy with wiſdom join'd, 

And heav'n intus'd into the mind. 


ODE 
ON AOLUsS's HARP.A* | 
| I. 
ETBE REAL. Race, inhabitants of Air, 
Who hymn your God amid the ſecret grove, 
Ye unſeen Beings! to my harp repair, 
And raiſe majeſtic ſtrains, or melt in love. 


* ” fical i which with the wind, 
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II. 2 
Thoſe tender notes, how kindly upbraid ! 
With what ſoft woe they thrill the lover's heart! 
Sure from the hand of ſome unhappy maid, | 


Who dy'd of love, theſe ſweet complainings part. 


III. 
But hark! that ſtrain was of a graver tone, 
On the deep ſtrings his hand ſome hermit throws; 
Or he the ſacred Bard, I who fat alone 
In the drear waſte, and wept his peoples woes. 


IV. 
duch was the ſong which Zion's children ſung, 
When by Euphrates” ſtream they made their plaint ; 
And to ſuch ſadly ſolemn notes are ſtrung 
Angelic harps, to ſooth a dying ſaint. 


V. b 
Methinks I hear the full celeſtial choir 
Thro* heaven's high dome their awful anthem raiſe ; 
Now chanting clear, and now they all conſpire 
To ſwell the lofty hymn from praiſe to praiſe. 

VI. 

Let me, ye wand'ring Spirits of the wind! 
Who, as wild Fancy prompts you, touch the ſtring, 
Smit with your theme, be in your chorus join'd, 
For till you ceaſe my Muſe forgets to ling. 


al 
IN THE MASK OF ALFRED, 


I. 
WW HEN Britain firſt, at Heaven's command, 
Aroſe from out the azure main, | 
This was the charter of the land, 
And guardian angels ſung this ſtrain ; 
«© Rule, Britannia! rule the waves; 
« Britons never will be flaves.”” 


I Jeremiah. 
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The nations, not ſo bleſt as thee, 
Muſt, in their turns, to tyrants fall ; 
While thou ſhalt flouriſh great and free, 
The dread and envy of them all. | 


« Rule, Cc. 
III. 


Still more majeſtic ſhalt thou riſe, 
More dreadful from each foreign ſtroke ; 
As the loud blaſt, that tears x 1 ſkies, 
Serves but to root thy native oak. 

40 Rule,” &c, 

IV. 

Thee haughty tyrants ne er ſhall tame: 
All their attempts to bend thee down, 
Will but arouſe thy generous flame, 
But work their woe, and thy renown. 

« Rule,” &c. 

| V. 

To thee belongs the rural reign ; 
Thy cities ſha}] with commerce ſhine : 
All thine ſhall be the ſubject main, 


And every ſhore it circles thine. 
« Rule, Ce. 


VI. 
The Muſes, ſtill with Freedom found, 
Shall to thy happy coaſt repair: 
Bleſt Ifle ! with matchleſs beauty crown'd, 
And manly hearts to guard the fair. - 
c Rule, Britannia! rule the waves; 
« Britons never will be ſlaves.” 
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SONG. 
ARD is the fate of him who loves, 
Yet dares not tell his trembling pain, 
But to the 4 groves, 
But to the lone litening plain. 
Oh! when ſhe s next your 
Oh! when her footfteps next are ſeen 
In flowery tracts along the mead, 
In freſher mazes o'er the gr 
Ve gentle Spirits of the vale! 
To whom the tears of love are dear, 
From dying lilies waft a gale, 
And 105 my ſorrows in her ear. 
O tell her what ſhe cannot blame, 
Tho' fear my tongue mutt ever bind; 
O! tell her that my virtuous flame 
Is as her ſpotleſs foul refin'd, 
Not her own guardian angel eyes 
With chafter tenderneſs his care, 
ou E bor 2257 riſe, 
ot holier own in prayer. 

But if, at fart, her virgin fear 
Should tart at Love's fuf A name, 
With that of Friendſhip footh her ear 
True love and friendſhip are the ſame. 


SONG. 


I. 
[UNLESS with my Amanda ble, 
In vain I tvwine the woodbine bower; 
Unleſs to deck her ſwee'er breaſt, 
m ng flower : 


Awaken'd by the genial year, + 
In vain the birds around me fing; 
In vain the f Ids 1 doody 
Without my love there is no ſpring. 
$ONG. 
FOR ever, Fortune! wilt thou prove 
An umelenting foe to love, 
And when we meet a mutual 
Come in between, and bid us part 
Bid us figh on from day to day, 
And with, and with the ſoul away, 
Till youth and genial years are 
And all the life of life is gone? 
Bat buſy, buſy &ill art thou, 
To bind the loveleſs, joyleſs vow, 
The heart from pleaſure to delude, 
To join the gentle to the rude, 
For once, O Fortune! hear my prayer, 
_ I __ thy future care; 
Al other bleſſings 1 refign, 
Make but the dear —_—_— 
* 
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; 5 
| OME, gentle God of ſoft dere! 

* C Come and ſs my happy breaft, 
j Not fury-like 24 a 
Or frantic Folly's wildneſs dreſt; - 

a But come in Friendſhip's angel - guiſe: 

| Yet dearer thou than Fri ip art, 
| More tender ſpirit in thy eyes, 
More ſweet emotions at the heart. 

O come with Goodneſs in thy train, 
With Peace and Pleaſure, void of ftorm ; 
And would# thou me for ever gain, 
Put on Amanda's winning form. 


A NUPTIAL SONG, 
| Intended to have been inſerted in the fuurth Aft of Sophoniſte, 


| OME, gentle Venus! and aſſu 
C A warring world, a bleeding 4 
For Nature lives beneath thy ray, 
| The wintry tempets hate away, 
A lucid calm inves the ſea, 


Thy native deep is full of thee; 
The flowering earth, where'er you fly, 
Is all o'er ſpring, all ſun the tky; 
A genial ſpirit warms the breeze; 
Unſeen among the blooming trees, 
The feather'd lovers tune their throat, 
| The deſert growls a foften'd note; 
Glad o'er the meads the cattle bound, 
And love and harmony go round. 
| But chief into the human heart 
You ſtrike the dear delicious dart; 
You teach us pleaſing pangs to know, 
To languiſh in luxurious woe; 
| Ts feel the generous paſſions riſe, 
| Grow good by gazing, mild by ſighs; 
; Each happy moment to improve, 
And fill the perfe&t ue with love. 
Come, thou delight of heaven and earth! 
To whom all creatures owe their birth; 
Oh come, ſweet ſmiling! tender, come! 
ö And yet prevent our final doom: 
For long the furious God of war 
1 Has cruſh'd us with his iron car, 
Has rag'd along our ruin'd plain 
Has ſoil'd them with his cruel ſtains, 
Has ſunk our youth in endleſs ſleep, 
And made the widow'd virgin weep. 
Now let him feel thy wonted charms; 
Oh take him to — 8 arms! 
m heaves on his, 


AN 
HYMN ON SOLITUDE. 


AIL mildly pleafing Solitude! 

Companion of the wiſe and good, 
But from whoſe holy, — 8 
The herd of fools and villains fly. 

Oh! how I love with thee to 
And liaen to thy whiſper'd talk, 
Which innocence and truth imparts, 
And melts the moſt obdurate hearts. 
A thouſand ſhapes you wear with eaſe, 
And #iill in every ſhape you pleaſe, 
Now wrapt in ſome myſterious dream, 
A lone philoſopher you ſeem ; 
Now quick from hill te vale you fly, 
And now you ſweep the vaulted ſky, 
A ſhepherd next, you haunt the ſain, 
And warble forth your oaten © 
A lover now, with all the grace | : 
Of that ſweet paſſion in your face: 
The vevtle-looking Harker? — 
gent ing H 's - 
adorn, the 


As, with her M 
— — —_— — 
Amid the long withdrawing vale, 
Awakes the e ni hringale. 
Thine is the balmy breata of Morn, 
Jus as the dew-bent roſe is born; | 
And while meridian fervours beat, 1 
Thine is the woodland dumb . 
But chief, when evening ſcenes decays 
And the faint landſe wims away, 
Thine is the doubtful ſoft decline, 
And that beft hour of muſing thine. 
Deſcending angels bleſs thy train, 
The virtues of the ſage and ſwain: 
Plain Innocence, in white array'd, 
Before thee lifts her fearleſs head: 
Religion's beams around thee ſhine, 
And cheer thy glooms with light divine; 
About thee ſports ſweet Liberty; 
And rapt Urania fings to thee. 
Oh! let me pierce thy ſecret cell, 
And in thy deep recefles dwell. 
Perhaps from Norwood's oak-clad hill, * 
When Meditation has her fill, 
I — may caft my careleſs eyes 
here London's ſpiry turrets riſe, 
Think of its crimes, its cares, its 
Then ſhield me in the woods again. 
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